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Chapter One 


Sinclair Alverston sat at the bar, nursing his scotch. The 
dance floor was filled with hot, sweaty bodies, but his heart 
wasn’t in the show. Watching the same men each weekend 
primp and preen to each other like a group of rutting 
peacocks was getting on his last damn nerve. 


At thirty-two years of age, Sinclair was sick of one-night 
stands and was ready to settle down with one special man. 


However, as many times as he went out every weekend 
he’d never found ‘the one’. 


Despite the horrific things he’d seen in his work as a 
mercenary, Sinclair was convinced that one day he would 
meet his soul mate. His best friend and business partner, 
Patrick, thought he was certifiably insane (not a new 
accusation), but that didn’t stop him from optimistically 
checking out every man he met, gay or straight, short or 
tall. He didn’t know how his soul mate was packaged but he 
knew some day he would meet the man who would fill that 
empty part of his life. The part that was so empty, some 
days he thought he could feel an arctic breeze rushing 
through his soul. 


Feeling depression surround him, Sinclair took another drink 
of scotch. His reflection in the bar mirror caught his eye. 


He wasn’t a bad looking guy. Dark hair, dark eyes, sure his 
face was all rough angles but a lot of guys liked that bad ass 
look, and his body was rock hard from a strict training and 
exercise regimen. 


Why couldn’t he find a man worth keeping? 


“Hello, Sinclair.” A soft voice spoke beside him. “Long time, 
no fucking.” 


Sinclair turned to see a red-haired man sliding into the stool 
beside him. He’d playing with the kid before. His name was 
Nate, or Ned, or something. He gave the man a speculative 
look trying to decide if it was better to cut his losses for the 
night and settle for Mr. Get-Me-Off-Now rather than wait to 
see if there were better prospects. His mother always said 
you don’t find Mr. Right at a skanky bar. Of course she was 
talking to his sister but the same rules applied. 


He was about to take the man up on his offer, when a stir in 
the crowd to his right caught his attention. A slim blond 
walked through a group of dancers and Sinclair felt his heart 
flip in his chest. Although he usually went for men at least in 
the six-foot range, there was something sweet and 
vulnerable about the beautiful man who would only be six 
feet tall if he stood on a footstool and wore shoes with really 
thick soles. What he wore instead were black leather boots, 
a matching black leather jacket and a pair of jeans so tight 
Sinclair found a new religion. 


As he watched, the fascinating creature approached the bar 
several stools down from Sinclair. Trying to be unobtrusive, 
he watched the new object of his obsession belly up to the 
bar. Amoment later a cold bottle of water was passed over 
and money exchanged hands. The man moved with an 
unconscious grace and Sinclair would’ve paid money to see 
the man dance. 


The blond’s sleek, lightly muscled body and smooth 
unblemished skin made Sin want to make marks of his 
own...with his teeth. 


“No, thank you.” He told the redhead who was still waiting 
for a reply to his invitation for a night of play. 


The other man looked over, following Sinclair’s gaze. “If 
you're holding out for Callum you’re wasting your time.” He 
said bitterly. 


Sinclair tore his gaze away from the gorgeous blond. “Why? 
Is he already taken?” 
“No. He’s just picky.” 
“Excellent. So am I.” 


He waved a hand shooing the other man away. He didn’t 
have time for jealous twinks, and having the other man near 
might deter the blond god of his dreams. As if feeling his 
stare, Callum looked up and locked eyes with the mercenary. 


Sinclair gave the kid a cool nod. He wanted to look 
interested, not desperate. The fact that his cock was 
banging at his zipper and begging to come out and play, 
was besides the fact. 


For the first time in a long while, Sinclair felt the thrill of the 
hunt as the slim blond trailed his fingers across the bottle of 
water. He could almost feel the debate going through 
Callum’s head whether or not to approach Sinclair. Deciding 
a little encouragement might be needed; Sinclair crooked 
his finger at the little blond. There was no way he was going 
to let this one get away over a little miscommunication. 
Although he couldn’t see the color of Callum’s eyes, Sinclair 
could feel the heat of the man’s stare from across the room. 


After several moments of looking, Callum smiled and, like a 
Slinky cat, sauntered across the room. 


Halfway to Sinclair, the man’s eye color came into focus. 
Sea green. 


The man, who caught his eye and, even more rarely, his 
imagination, had brilliant green-blue eyes, a color that 
Sinclair had never seen before. Fascinated, he watched the 
blond approach. 


Callum’s heart was going to beat its way out of his chest. 


The sexiest man in the room was looking at Callum like he 
had an aching sweet tooth, and Callum was made entirely 
out of candy. Keeping his steps slow and languorous, Callum 
approached the man while trying to remember all the tips 
about walking sexy an ex-stripper once taught him. 


From the heat of the other man’s eyes he was doing 
everything right. 


“Good evening.” The handsome man said when Callum 
reached him. 


Callum took a sip of his water to wet his suddenly drying 
throat. “Good evening.” 


The man stood up making Callum take a surprised step 
back. To say this man was big was to make an 
understatement of colossal proportions. 


He was fucking enormous. 


Callum’s modest five foot nine frame barely came to the 
man’s shoulder. 


“I’m Sinclair Alverston.” The dark-haired man said holding 
out his hand. 


Callum took a deep breath before shaking Sinclair’s hand. 


He was partly frightened the man was going to eat him for 
dinner and partly excited. Sinclair had a predatory gaze that 
would make a tiger run for the hills. A tingle went through 
his body at the skin-to-skin contact. Yum. “Callum Turner.” 
He said trying to keep the excited tremor out of his voice. 
Sinclair was the sexiest thing he’d found in a long while, and 
if the heat of their handshake was any judge this man was 
more than willing to follow him home. 


Sin used their joined hands to yank him closer. Leaning over 
he spoke directly into Callum’s ear. “You are exactly what 
I’ve been looking for.” 


Callum swallowed the moisture suddenly flooding his mouth. 
Now he knew what it felt like to be struck by lightning. 


Sexual energy arced between them, racing back and forth 
through their clasped hands. It took all of Callum’s self- 
control to resist the urge to drop to his knees and worship 
the sexy god who'd chosen him for the evening. “Does 
anyone call you Sin?” 


“All the time.” The big man purred. “Want to come home 
with me and | can show you how | live up to the name?” 
Callum shook his head. It might be a deal breaker but his 
rule was firm. “I don’t go home with strange guys. You can 
come to my house but I don’t go to strangers’ homes. | had 
a bad experience once.” 


He manfully suppressed a shudder. The memory still 
brought up nightmares when he got too tired. 


Sin nodded slowly. “Okay. l'II leave that until we know each 
other better. Do you want to be with me tonight or not?” 
There it was out on the table. Did he really want this dark- 


haired stud wearing leather pants and a tight t-shirt that 
showed off his massive arms and nicely rippled chest 
muscles? 


Shivers of need went through his body. 
Hell yeah, he wanted him! 


Callum gave a shaky nod, grabbed Sinclair’s wrist and 
headed for the door, pulling the big man behind him. He 
was jolted to a stop by the massive man. Sin pried Callum’s 
grip off his wrist with a pointed look. Callum felt a surge of 
regret. Shit, he’d just met the man and already he’d ruined 
it. 


To his surprise Sin wrapped an arm around Callum’s 
shoulders. “Take it easy, honey. | don’t like to be dragged.” 


“Oh. Sorry.” Callum could feel his cheeks flush with 
embarrassment. All his manners had gone out the window 
at the thought of getting his mouth on the gorgeous man 
beside him. 


“Don’t be sorry.” Sin said wrapping an arm around Callum 
and tucking him beneath the man’s shoulder. “I like that 
you're so eager. Just use a little decorum.” 


“lll try.” Callum said automatically. He wouldn’t really. The 
quicker he dragged this guy to his condo the better. 


Sin smiled as he led his little darling out the door. He could 
feel the spears of jealousy stabbing his back from the other 
men in the club. There wasn’t a person there who didn’t 
want to be in his position. 


“Where are you parked?” He asked the pretty blond. 


“l-I took a cab here.” 
“Good than you can ride with me.” 
Callum nodded. “Okay.” 


Sin smiled as his driver pulled up beside them, the long 
limousine shining in the streetlights. He was amused when 
Callum let him open the door and got into the vehicle 
without comment. Most of the twinks he picked up creamed 
their pants at a ride in a limo. 


He had a feeling Callum was going to be different. 


Dave, his driver, lowered the privacy glass. “Where to, sir?” 
Callum gave him an address in a part of town that had Sin 
raising his eyebrows. 


There might be more than one reason the man didn’t gush 
over a limo ride. 


Sin didn’t comment when the driver stopped in front of a 
luxury condominium. Built in the ritzy part of the city, where 
housewives went jogging loaded with diamonds, the condo 
had a four star restaurant attached for tenants who didn’t 
want to cook, and anyone lucky enough to snag a 
reservation. Last he heard there was a two-month waiting 
list to get in for dinner. 


Sin had looked into a condo in the building a few years ago 
but the price tag had scared him away. Even now, with his 
business flourishing, he would hesitate to put down the 
amount of money needed to buy into this place. 


Dave came around and opened the door, giving Callum an 
approving look. He was definitely a higher class of man than 
Sin usually followed home. “Shall | wait for your call, sir?” 


“No. Go home and get some rest. l'Il call a cab when | need 
to leave.” Dave was an ex-mercenary who gave up 
soldiering after he was shot in the leg, shattering his 
kneecap. He’d been with Sin since he started his bodyguard 
business three years ago, as both a chauffer and a trusted 
friend. Long days driving and standing around tended to tire 
the man even though he was still in his early forties. 


Sin hoped to spend the night but he wasn’t going to put any 
pressure on the blond. A strange wish since he rarely spent 
the night with his hookups. 


A doorman leapt forward to open the door to the building. 
“Good evening, Mr. Turner.” 


“Evening Liam.” Callum looked over his shoulder and Sin 
rushed to join him. 


“Sorry, | was giving my driver directions.” Callum’s smile 
was like the dawn breaking, brilliant and warm. “I hope you 
told him to get you in the morning. | like to make breakfast 
the morning after.” 


“You cook?” 
Callum shrugged. “I’m a chef.” 
Sin wrapped an arm around the younger man’s shoulders. 


“Then l'Il definitely spend the night.” He might even spend a 
couple of nights, but he wasn’t going to share that 
information with his nervous future lover. Sin had a feeling 
that this beautiful young man would need careful handling. 


He let Callum lead him to the row of elevators. With an 
approving look at the bank of security cameras, Sin followed 


the blond into the elevator. He watched as Callum pushed 
the penthouse button and got a small key out of his pocket. 
Shit, Sin could barely afford a mid-range condo in this 
complex, he didn’t even want to know how much the 
penthouse cost. 


“It won't go to the top floor without the key or security 
clearance.” Callum explained misinterpreting Sin’s 
expression. 


His movements were filled with tension and his hands shook 
as he put the key in the little slot above the rows of buttons. 


Sin stroked Callum’s back, rubbing the smaller man’s skin in 
slow circles, trying to ease the rising tension. The man was 
going to fall apart before Sinclair ever got inside him if he 
kept this up. 


“We don’t have to do anything tonight. We can just get to 
know each other.” 


Callum flashed him a relieved smile. “I’d like that.” Sin tried 
to mask his disappointment. He’d meant it when he said he 
was willing to wait, but he’d hoped the pretty man wouldn't 
take him up on the offer. 


The elevator doors opened straight into a tiled foyer. A 
stunning mosaic covered the entire entryway forming an 
intricate pattern. Sin didn’t look at it long enough to figure 
out the picture. He was too distracted by Callum taking off 
his jacket, and watching the sleek muscles move beneath 
the thin cotton t-shirt. Moisture pooled in his mouth and it 
took all his resolution not to jump the smaller man. Callum 
draped his jacket over a coat tree in the corner before 
turning to face Sin. 


Callum cleared his throat looking self-conscious for the first 
time. “Can | get you an espresso?” 


“Yes, I'd like that.” 


As hot as he found the blond, the thought of actually getting 
to know him gave Sin a warm feeling in his stomach. 


He followed Callum to the largest residential kitchen he’d 
ever seen. It was clean and modern with a huge marble 
island and smooth stainless steel appliances. The stovetop 
was commercial grade with a griddle built in the middle and 
a bank of three refrigerators covered one wall. It must have 
taken up a third of the total condo. He’d seen conventions 
staged in smaller places. 


“Why so many fridges?” 


Callum laughed. “I like to try out new recipes but | don’t like 
to do it in the middle of the busy restaurant kitchen. Too 
many people come and bother me. This way | can be 
creative and make mistakes without everybody watching.” 
Callum’s cheeks turned pink with the admission, making Sin 
yearn to rub against him and see if there was any heat to 
the color. 


“Makes sense.” It alSo told Sin that his chef was a lot more 
focused than he appeared. Anyone who went to that much 
trouble to create new dishes obviously loved what he did. 


“Have a seat.” Callum said indicating a red leather stool that 
was one of five lined around the counter. They were set in a 
curved theater style, opposite the food preparation area so 
visitors could talk to the chef without getting in the way. The 
bar was made out of brown and gold-veined marble giving 
the entire room an elegant look. 


Sin sat himself on the padded stool and watched the 
gorgeous man fiddle with a silver machine squatting on one 
corner of his immaculate kitchen. After a great deal of 
hissing and gurgling, Sin was presented with a small white 
cup of something that looked like mud. 


“Wait | have some biscotti.” 


Before he could tell Callum not to bother, the chef returned 
with a plate of crispy oblong cookies. 


Callum picked up one of the cookies, dipped it into the mud, 
and held it up to Sin’s lips. “Bite.” 


Resisting the urge to make rude comments, Sin bit into the 
dessert. 


Flavors exploded across his mouth. Bitter coffee followed by 
crispy goodness that tasted of cinnamon, ginger, almonds 
and a touch of clove. “Mmm. That’s really good,” Sinclair 
said in surprise. The biscotti he’d had before, were hard 
cookies he could barely gnaw through. Callum’s cookies 
were crispy and light, perfectly absorbing the rich, bitter 
brew. 


He willingly opened his mouth for another bite. 


Callum laughed. “I’m glad you like it.” Sin finished the 
cookie. 


With a sparkle in his eyes, Callum leaned forward for a kiss. 
Sin leaned back. 
He wasn’t the kissing type. 


Callum turned pale, as if he’d slapped him. 


“I don’t kiss.” Sin said. “It’s not my thing.” A lot of men 
didn’t kiss, it wasn’t a big deal. 


Callum’s beautiful sea green eyes, that Sin so admired, 
turned colder than winter in Alaska. 


“I’m not a two bit whore, and if you’re going to treat me like 
one the exit is that way.” Callum said, pointing back to the 
elevator they just came up on. 


“You're not serious?” Sin gasped, not able to believe the 
man would throw away that much chemistry just because 
he didn’t want to kiss. 


“As a heart attack.” Callum said. “If | can’t connect with a 
man enough to kiss than | don’t need him inside my body.” 
This was Sinclair’s first hint that the beautiful, dreamy-eyed 
man wasn’t all that submissive outside the bedroom. 


Callum crossed his arms; his body language shouting that 
he wasn’t backing down. 


“Fine, have it your way.” There wasn’t a chance in hell that 
Sinclair was going to leave the condo without fucking the 
blond senseless. The fire in Callum’s eyes made him more 
excited than he thought possible. 


Reaching out, Sinclair wrapped a hand around the back of 

Callum’s neck and pulled him into a gentle lip lock, pouring 
as much tenderness into the embrace as an ex-mercenary 
could give. 


Callum moaned against his lips. 


Fucking hot. 


When Sin broke away they both were panting like they’d run 
fifteen miles with a full pack. 


“Come over here so | can kiss you properly.” Sin growled. 
He was so hard his pants were cutting off his circulation. 


“I'd prefer you kiss me improperly.” Callum said, walking 
around the bar and straight into Sin’s arms. 


“You're right, honey, kissing is underrated.” Sin said. He 
pulled Callum closer and pressed his lips against the other 
man’s mouth until Callum opened his mouth from the 
pressure. 


Sin moaned as he licked inside the moist, hot interior, trying 
to capture all of Callum’s flavors. Callum tasted of coffee, 
almonds, and something sweet that Sin decided was the 
man’s natural flavor. 


Had kissing ever been this good before? Scraping his 
memories raw, Sinclair couldn’t remember ever kissing 
another man and really enjoying the encounter until this 
moment. A hard cock rubbing against his own made Sinclair 
Snap back to the present. 


Breaking off the kiss, Sin looked between them to see the 
bulge in Callum’s pants was anything but small. 


“I know you wanted to talk...” Sin started to say. 


“Fuck me.” Callum said, blushing beet red. “l-I mean, would 
you like to go to the bedroom?” 


“Where?” Sin was reduced to one-word statements as lust 
took over his brain cells. 


“Behind you.” 


With a flex of his arms, Sin lifted Callum up and carried him 
down the short hall and into the most decadent bedroom 
he’d ever seen. The carpet was thick and plush and the bed 
was big enough for four guys his size. 


Sinclair dropped Callum onto his feet. 


“Strip.” Sin said unable to vocalize anything else through 
the surge of lust rushing through his body like a freight 
train. 


“What do you like to do?” Callum asked as he did the 
dirtiest striptease Sin had ever seen outside a strip club. 


“You.” Sin said ripping his own clothes off. “I need to feel 
you wrapped around my cock.” They could play bedroom 
games another time. Right now if he didn’t sink all the way 
into the younger man, his balls were going to explode, and 
not in a good way. 


“Works for me.” Callum panted. With a lunge he jumped on 
the bed and crawled over to the nightstand. Sin watched as 
Callum pulled out a condom and lube, but was distracted 
when the man shifted position and Sinclair got a good look 
at the butt plug peeking out at him from Callum’s perfectly 
waxed hole. 


“Lord have mercy.” Sin said. To survive this man it would 
take a minor miracle. “Do you usually have a butt plug?” He 
managed to ask. He hoped Callum didn’t notice the sudden 
roughness of his voice. Sinclair tried to sound nonchalant 
and not frantic to fuck the gorgeous man that just got more 
interesting with exposure. 


The number of men who disappointed him once the clothes 
came off, was in the double digits. So far there had been 
nothing about Callum that didn’t live up to the hype. 


“I wear a plug when | expect to get lucky.” Callum 
responded. “I tend to be too tight and most men don’t want 
to take enough time to loosen me up for comfort.” Sin’s 
brain fried at the thought of a man being too tight. He 
tugged at his balls to stop himself from coming. 


He was too close. 
He wanted this man with a fearsome need. 


When Callum reached back to pull out the plug, Sin slapped 
his hand. 


“Mine.” 
“Ouch.” Callum complained. 


“Tough. I’m the top so | get to touch.” Sin said, not the least 
bit sorry. 


“| was trying to help.” 


Sin leaned over the smaller man and placed kisses up his 
Spine, ending where he could whisper in Callum’s ear. “Just 
remember little one. I’m in control here.” Callum laughed. 
“Feeling toppy are we?” 


“Absolutely.” Sin said turning his lover’s head so he could 
kiss his sassy mouth. 


Sinclair was really starting to like the kissing. 


Callum gave a rude snort but didn’t say anything else as he 
lowered his chest to the mattress and lifted his ass in the 


air. 


Sin reached for the thick plug and pulled it out a short way 
only to slide it back in, prompting a grunting noise to spill 
from Callum. He smiled when he saw Callum’s hands 
scrabbling for something to grab. 


This was fun. 


He couldn’t remember the last time he just had fun with a 
partner. Maybe that’s why none of his relationships lasted. 


He slid the plug in and out a few more times just to hear the 
little sounds Callum made. 


“Easy, honey.” He soothed pulling the plug out and tossing it 
towards the nightstand. His fingers stroked the smooth hole 
oddly jealous of whoever got to wax the sexy blond. 


Shaking his head at his fancy, Sin snatched up the condom 
and put it on with practiced ease. He applied the lube 
liberally in case Callum’s hole was dry from the plug. Sin 
made sure to put a lot of lube on his cock since he was 
bigger than the average butt plug and definitely bigger than 
the one he just removed. 


“Ready.” 
Callum nodded but didn’t speak. 


Sin leaned over the slender body and spoke directly into 
Callum’s ear. 


“We don’t have to do this, you know.” 


Callum tilted his head and glared at Sin with his sea glass 
eyes. “If you don’t fuck me I’m going to call the police.” 


“Why? "m 


“Because someone should pick up the body after | murder 
you.” 


Sin laughed and slid inside. 


Callum gave a gratifying moan that made Sin feel like a 
king. 


This man was made for his cock. Callum was warm and tight 
and everything Sin liked in a man. Add a muscled, fit body 
and a sense of humor and he knew his days as a single man 
were quickly counting down to zero. 


Unable to hold back any longer, Sin broke free and gave 
Callum everything he had to give. Pinning Callum’s hands in 
place with his own, Sin pumped inside the man, making sure 
to hit that perfect spot each time. From Callum’s keening, 
Sin knew he was successful. 


Without warning, Callum tightened around him ripping an 
organism out of Sin. 


“Oh.” 


Sinclair reached around and grabbed Callum. One pump of 
the younger man’s cock and Callum was pulsing his release. 


Carefully, Sin pulled out and deposited the condom ina 
basket next to the bed. He didn’t even want to think about 
how often that was used. 


“Good thing | have a large bed.” Callum said. 


“Why? ” 


“Because then there’s room to avoid the wet spot and still 
have space for you.” 


Callum looked at Sin for a long moment before adding, 
“Assuming you want to stay.” 


For the first time in a long while, Sin wanted to spend the 
night. 


“I have an extra toothbrush in my bathroom if you'd like.” 
Callum offered with his sweet smile. Sin noticed small 
dimples one either side of his lover’s mouth. How had he 
missed them before? The man was too damn adorable. 


Fuck he was tempting. Sinclair’s heart flipped over as he 
looked at the sleek blond. In that moment, Callum’s words 
registered, sending his mood south. 


“Get many guests?” Sin asked. He didn’t want to imagine 
other men enjoying the beautiful man beside him. Callum 
would just have to give up on having any other overnight 
guests. 


Jealousy shocked Sin out of his thoughts. 
He was never jealous. 


Lovers had tried to make Sinclair jealous in the past but 
he’d never felt that green-eyed emotion. Until now, he’d 
thought he was immune to it. 


“Not many men get an invitation to spend the night.” 
Callum answered carefully as if sensing Sinclair’s shift in 
mood. 


“| have extra toothbrushes because my older brother is a 
dentist and sends them to me by the box. He’s obsessively 
worried about my dental care. | probably have the best 
cared for teeth in the United States.” 


Unreasonable relief surged through Sinclair’s body and he 
gave the smaller man a bashful smile. “I’d love to spend the 
night.” He said pressing a soft kiss on Callum’s lips before 
Sliding out of bed. 


Following Callum’s directions, Sinclair found a stack of 
unopened toothbrushes. Not one or two, but at least a 
dozen. 


Callum trailed Sin into the bathroom and laughed at his 
expression. “I told you he sends them to me by the box. I'll 
go use the other sink and give you some privacy.” Sin 
relaxed a little but he couldn’t shake the thought that he 
was just one of a parade of men. Someone as gorgeous as 
Callum could have anyone he wanted, as proven by the 
looks in the club tonight. Shaking off his odd mood, Sin 
quickly brushed his teeth, went back to Callum’s bedroom 
and crawled into bed. 


A moment later he was surprised when Callum’s cool body 
slid into bed and snuggled up against his. The younger 
man’s head nestled into the shallow of Sin’s shoulder as if 
he belonged there. 


At thirty-two Sin was a confirmed non-cuddler. More than 
one lover had argued with him about the benefits of 
snuggling while they slept. Sinclair always felt smothered 
and trapped in the arms of another man while sleeping, but 
as Callum’s silky head slid across his chest, all Sin could 
think of, was how right it felt. 


With a smile on his lips, Sinclair slid into sleep. 


Chapter Two 


Callum woke with a long, hard body wrapped around him. 
Sinclair. 


Smiling, Callum enjoyed the feeling of safety in another 
man’s arms. Unfortunately, before he could get used to the 
sensation, Mother Nature insisted he get up and answer her 
call. 


It took a series of wiggles and tugs before Callum could pry 
himself loose from Sin’s tight grip, but the strong urge to 
pee couldn’t be denied. 


After taking care of his morning needs, Callum slipped on a 
pair of butter soft jeans and instinctively wandered into the 
kitchen. He couldn’t stop smiling as his body hummed with 
energy from a night of deep sleep and hot sex. 


Sinclair might not be a long-term kind of partner but he was 
a great lay. Hot, passionate, and nice enough to let Callum 
cuddle with him even though he really didn’t want to. When 
he snuggled up to Sin last night Callum expected to be 
shoved away. He was pleasantly surprised when the other 
man let him stay plastered to his side. 


Sinclair Alverston may be a big, tough, manly man, but he 
was rather sweet. 


Smiling, Callum whipped up a plate of Eggs Benedict, cut up 
some fresh fruit and made two espressos. Arranging the 
food artfully on a wooden tray, he headed back to his 
bedroom. 


The smell of food, or maybe the noise from his cooking, 
must have woken Sinclair because the big man was blinking 
at him when Callum entered the room. 


“| made you breakfast.” He said to the man who, if his 
bleary eyes were to judge, wasn’t a morning person. 


“Excellent. | can’t say anyone has ever done that for me 
before.” 


“Really!! Never?” Callum couldn’t hide his surprise. 


“Everyone should have someone bring them breakfast in 
bed at least once.” 


Sin gave him a slow pleased smile. “Then | guess you’re my 
once.” 


“I’m flattered.” 


Not giving Sin a chance to object, Callum slid onto the bed 
and put the tray over Sin’s lap as he settled along the man’s 
side. He smiled when Sin automatically wrapped an arm 
around him. The man’s cuddle reflex was coming along 
nicely. 


“What are you doing?” Sin asked. Callum looked up into a 
pair of amused black eyes. 


“I’m going to feed you. It’s all part of the service.” Sin 
settled Callum more comfortably alongside his body. 


“Who am | to object to a full service breakfast?” 
“Exactly.” Callum said. “Now open up.” 


Sin opened his mouth to Callum’s fork. 


He’d carefully collected the perfect amount of egg, ham, 
English muffin and sauce before sliding it into the other 
man’s mouth. 


“Mmm.” Sin said. To Callum’s amusement the big man’s 
eyes rolled to the back of his head in appreciation. 


“I don’t know what | just ate but it’s the best thing I’ve ever 
tasted.” 


Callum’s smile made Sin’s heart flip in his chest. He wasn’t 
kidding when he praised Callum’s cooking. The man was a 
damn fine cook. Sin had eaten a lot of different foods in a lot 
of exotic locations and nothing had ever tasted as good as 
whatever Callum prepared. It didn’t hurt that the man 
feeding him was gorgeous and shirtless. Now if only he 
could get the rest of the man naked. 


“It’s Eggs Benedict.” Callum said with a smile. 


Sin shook his head. “I’ve tasted Benedict before and it 
tasted nothing like this.” 


Callum shrugged. “It’s my own recipe. | like to experiment.” 


“Honey, if that’s the result you can practice on me any 
time.” 


He was basking in Callum’s smile before he figured out what 
he’d said. Sinclair never made promises to his flings, but 
this wasn’t feeling like his usual one night stand. He 
normally didn’t sleep over with his fuck friends and he never 
snuggled. 


Cuddling the thin blond in his arms, and letting the 
gorgeous man fuss and feed him breakfast in bed, was 
definitely something he could get used to. Callum’s bare 


Skin felt like silk beneath Sinclair’s calloused fingers, making 
him worry for a moment. 


“Are my hands scratchy?” 


“In all the right ways.” Callum purred, teasingly batting his 
eyes like a harlot. 


Sin laughed. “I’m glad you like them.” 


“Like, might be a bit of an understatement.” Callum said. He 
licked his lips to remove a dollop of sauce off his mouth. 
Sin’s cock rose at the sight. 


Polishing off the fine breakfast Callum had prepared, Sin 
stroked his hands across his lover’s bare chest. 


“Mmm. Let me go and get rid of this tray.” Callum said, 
Sliding out of bed. “lIl clean up quick and be right back.” 


“I'll be here.” Sinclair said with a smile. 
Shit. 

He never smiled in the morning. 

He must have it bad. 


Callum slipped the breakfast dishes into the dishwasher to 
run later. He hated leaving dishes in the sink. Just as he was 
tucking the tray into its assigned cabinet, a familiar voice 
spoke behind him. 


“Why didn’t you tell me you finished your book?” Callum 
spun around and found his ex-lover, Jerry, standing behind 
him. 


“Because we broke up.” How many times did he need to 
mention that fact to his ex-boyfriend before it became true? 


“And | want my key back.” 


Jerry had the habit of distracting him until he forgot that the 
other man still had access to Callum’s condo. He would have 
to talk to the doormen today about Jerry’s access. If he had 
to, he’d have the elevator rekeyed. 


With a frustrated sigh, Jerry slapped the little silver key onto 
the counter. 


After three months of arguments and bad sex, Callum 
decided relationships were too much trouble. Hookups were 
much easier, at least then he didn’t have to worry about 
temper tantrums and hurt feelings when he got wrapped up 
in his work and forgot a date. Who celebrated three-month 
anniversaries anyway. 


“Damn it Callum, at least focus on me when I’m right here.” 
Jerry whined. 


The other man whined a lot. Just one more reason they 
broke up. Callum would bet his restaurant that Sinclair 
never whined. 


He never heard his new lover come into the room, with his 
bare feet and quiet walk, until the deep voice spoke behind 
him. 


“Callum knows how to focus on what’s important. Don’t you, 
honey?” 


Callum spun around and almost choked on his tongue. Sin 
stood behind him wearing only his leather pants from the 


night before. Miles of rippling muscles distracted Callum 
until all he could focus on was a sea of golden skin. 


“See, | told you he focuses on what’s important.” Sin said 
with a satisfied smile. 


Callum didn’t pay attention to what the man was saying; he 
was too busy watching Sinclair walk closer. He whimpered 
beneath the heat of Sin’s touch as the man’s large, 
wonderfully calloused hands, gently cradled Callum’s head. 
Sin’s mouth came down and Callum was expertly and 
thoroughly ravished. 


Callum felt...cherished. In that moment he knew that 
despite the other man’s size and strength he would never 
use them against his lover. 


Moaning into the kiss, Callum relaxed his body against Sin’s. 


The feel of Sin’s naked chest against his own, made Callum 
forget about their company and rub his body against his 
lover’s. 


“I’m going to fucking kill you.” Jerry screamed. 


In one smooth movement, Sin scooped Callum behind his 
large frame and punched Jerry in the face. 


The sound of a snap echoed in the large room. 
“Ow.” Jerry screamed, clutching his bloody nose. 


“You need to leave Callum alone. If | find out you’ve been 
harassing him | will hunt you down and kill you. Are there 
any questions?” Sinclair said in a calm reasonable voice, all 
the more chilling for its sincerity. There was no doubt in 
Callum’s mind that if his ex-lover continued bothering him, 


Jerry would be on the nightly news as either dead or 
missing. Did it make Callum weird that he found the whole 
thing oddly sexy? 


Jerry shook his head that he didn’t have any questions. 


Blood dripped to his chin but he never let his eyes off of 
Sinclair. 


It was important to watch the predator in the room. 
“Good. Now get out.” 


Callum felt a rush of victory as his ex-boyfriend ran out of 
his condo. 


“You okay, honey?” Sin asked. 


Callum laughed. “I’m good, thanks. I’ve spent the past three 
months trying to get Larry to go away and you did it with 
one punch.” 


“You're very welcome.” Sin said kissing the top of Callum’s 
head. 


Sin stroked Callum’s hair while trying to calm the fury 
coursing through his body. At that moment he knew he 
could’ve snapped the bastard’s neck and not felt the least 
bit upset. How dare anyone think that Callum was anything 
but Sin’s! 


Callum stroked soothing hands down Sinclair’s back. 


“What are you going to do today?” Sin asked calming under 
Callum’s touch. 


“Hmmm. l’ve got to work at noon.” 


Sin pulled back. “On a Sunday?” 


“I work as a chef at Trio.” Callum said naming the exclusive 
restaurant at the bottom of his building. “Chefs don’t get 
weekends off that’s our busiest time.” 


“How long have you been a chef?” 
Callum shrugged. “I’ve been officially a chef for eight years. 


| started really getting into cooking when my parents died 
and both of my brothers worked to bring in money. | wanted 
to contribute so | took care of all the cooking.” 


“How old were you?” 
“Ten.” 


“Jesus. When I was ten I played with my video games and 
chased my sister around the house. How old were your 
brothers?” 


“Arthur was fourteen and William was sixteen. Arthur has 
always been big so he lied about his age to get a job as a 
bag boy after school.” 


“Where the fuck were your parents?” 


“Dead. They were both only kids so there weren’t any other 
relatives and Arthur wasn’t about to let Social Services 
separate us. You’d be amazed how much you can get away 
with stuff if you just lie low and let people think you’re doing 
what they want you to. Social services is too understaffed to 
check on everyone. Arthur sent them a forged letter saying 
we were living with an imaginary aunt in another state. They 
closed our file. In reality we never left. Insurance paid for 
the house and my brothers earned enough for everything 


else as long as we were frugal. | graduated from high school 
at fifteen and went to cooking school.” 


“How did they die?” Sinclair could sense this was a painful 
discussion for his lover but he couldn’t stop his need to 
know everything about this man.” 


“My father died of cancer and my mother committed suicide 
after his death. Now | only have my two older brothers.” 


“Well, | know one’s a dentist, what does the other one do?” 


“He’s in the military. | haven’t seen him in a few years. We 
keep in touch through email. What about you, any 
relatives?” Sin nodded. “My parents live up north about a 
days drive and | have a sister who lives across town with her 
husband and four kids.” 


“Wow. Four kids. I’ve always wanted children.” Sin went cold 
inside. “Do you want four?” 


“Oh, hell no. | was thinking one, maybe two. I’d be okay with 
adopting. My brother, William, the dentist, already has a few 
kids so the family name will go on.” 


“Kids are a lot of responsibility.” Sin cautioned. 


“Yeah, but they're also a lot of fun. I’d have to hire a nanny 
because | can’t take care of them on my own, but no one 
would love them as much as me.” 


The wistfulness in Callum’s eyes told Sin that this wasn’t an 
idle dream. The man had thought this through. 


“How old are you?” Callum asked. 


“Twenty-four. Why?” 


“I’m thirty-two and | don’t think I’m responsible enough for 
children, when were you thinking of having yours?” 


“Well | heard adoption is a long process so | thought I’d look 
more seriously in a couple years and find out what it takes 
to adopt, maybe get a surrogate, | haven’t decided yet.” Sin 
had never had a paternal thought in his life, but the image 
of Callum cuddling on the couch with some rugrats made 
him smile. 


They would make this work. 


A whispery voice inside Sin told him that if he ruined his 
chances with this gorgeous man he would never get another 
opportunity at happiness. Callum was everything he wanted 
in a life partner, he’d be a fool not to grab on and keep the 
sweet man. 


Tension, he didn’t know he was holding, flew out of Sin. He 
gripped the back of Callum’s head and slammed their 
mouths together. He wanted to devour the slim blond. 


Clothing flew. 


Their coupling was fast and furious and only Callum’s 
complete surrender stopped him from injury. 


“You feel so fucking good.” Sin said. He pulled out slowly, 
kissing the sweaty shoulder beneath him. 


“And you feel good fucking.” Callum said with a laugh. 
Sin laughed as he helped the smaller man off the floor. 


“Come on. Let’s go take a shower. Like you, | have some 
stuff | need to get done.” 


“Oh, I’m sorry.” Callum turned contrite sea green eyes up at 
him. “I didn’t know I was making you late. Why don’t you go 
ahead, and l'Il make you some coffee to go.” Sin was torn 
between having some nice shower time with the sexy blond 
or getting some of his fabulous coffee. “That would be great, 
honey.” He wouldn’t be able to get it up again that soon 
anyway. 


Whistling, he went off to take his shower. 


Halfway through washing, images of Callum naked and 
willing beneath him proved that he did indeed have what it 
took to get hard again. He ignored his cock, wanting to save 
his desire for later, when he could sink into the stunning 
blond he was becoming more than a little fond of. There was 
no doubt in his mind that he was returning to Callum at the 
end of the day. 


The sound of his lover at the door broke into his lustful 
thoughts. 


“Baby, your driver brought you some clothing. | laid them 
out on the bed.” 


“Thanks.” 
With some kissy sounds Callum left the bathroom. 
Baby indeed!!! 


Sinclair shook his head at the thought of his friend’s hearing 
him called baby. He’d never live it down. However, if it let 
him keep Callum, the man could call him any damn thing he 
wanted. 


Crap. 


Callum was alone with Dave! 


Sin’s blood ran cold as he thought of the pretty blond in the 
hands of the ex-mercenary. He quickly sped up his washing. 


Dave Stanford was a trained killer and even though Sin 
knew the ex-merc wouldn’t kill innocent civilians, he wanted 
to keep that part of his life as far away from his new lover as 
possible. 


There was something so pure about Callum and his 
innocent, sparkling eyes, that Sin would do just about 
anything to keep them that way. However as co-owner of a 
security business, all of the employees were ex-mercs or 
soldiers, all trained assassins. When people called Sin’s 
company for protection they knew nothing was going to 
happen to them whether it was for an ambassador’s wife to 
go shopping or to avoid a political assassination. 


Sin did a cursory drying, dressing with lightning speed, 
before he rushed out of the bedroom. 


The scene that greeted him was not one he could imagine in 
his wildest dreams. Dave was sitting at the bar laughing at 
something Callum was saying while digging into the biggest 
stack of pancakes Sin had ever seen. Dave’s big hands 
delicately held one of Callum’s fragile espresso cups, 
periodically sipping with obvious appreciation. 


“Hey.” Callum’s expression brightened when he saw Sin. His 
brilliant eyes scanned the man from top to bottom, a visual 
caress. 


“Enjoying yourself?” Sin asked his driver. 


“Mmm.” Dave gave Callum an adoring smile. “Callum’s an 
amazing cook. These are the best f- flavored pancakes I’ve 


ever had.” Dave stumbled to cover his natural cursing. 


That Dave even tried was a mark of how much he liked the 
slim blond. The driver’s standard phrase was ‘l'Il talk 
however | fucking like and everyone can fucking live with it.’ 
Apparently things change when he’s sitting in the middle of 
Callum’s amazing kitchen and eating his food. 


Callum blushed, an embarrassed pink. 


“You should try his Eggs Benedict.” Sin said smugly. “Finish 
up and we'll get going.” 


“Here’s your coffee.” Callum said handing Sin a stainless 
steel container. “You'll have to be sure to return that 
thermos. 


It’s my favorite one.” He said with a shy smile. 


“Oh, l'Il be sure to return it personally.” Sin grabbed the 
blond and kissed him until they were both breathless. 


“I’m done.” Dave said, his voice breaking into the intimacy 
of their embrace. 


Sin reluctantly released his lover. “What time do you get 
off?” 


Callum shrugged. “When I’m done. Why don’t you call me 
when you’re ready for company?” 


“Sounds good.” Sin placed a kiss on Callum’s forehead. “See 
you later, honey.” 


He saw Callum discreetly hand Dave a disposable ‘to go’ 
cup of coffee. Sin smiled as he clutched his thermos. 


Dave joined him in the elevator and pushed the button. 


“Į really like this guy, Boss, you goin’ to keep him?” 
“I’m going to try.” 


“Good.” Dave took a sip of his coffee. “Let me know if you 
ever need picking up from Callum’s apartment. Hell, l'Il 
even chauffer him around if he feeds me again. | wasn’t 
kidding, that was the best damn breakfast | ever had. The 
man’s a genius in the kitchen.” 


“He’s not bad in the bedroom either.” Sin said to Dave’s 
groan of protest. 


“Please, don’t sully the memory of my perfect chef. Some 
things | don’t want to know about.” 


Sin laughed. “I'll try not to mar your virgin chef more than 
necessary.” 


“That’s all | ask.” Dave said as they reached the bottom 
floor. “Treat him nice so | get more gourmet meals or if you 
finish dating him pass him on to Patrick. | want to keep him 
in the family. Shit, I’m almost willing to turn gay for that kind 
of food.” 


The driver stopped talking at the cold look in Sin’s eyes. 


“Keep Patrick out of this. | don’t want him anywhere near 
my Callum. Patrick likes blonds and | get the impression 
that, despite his lifestyle, Callum’s lived a very sheltered 
life. | want to keep him like that.” 


“Understood. | won’t say a word.” 
“Good.” 


In perfect accord the pair headed for work. 


Chapter Three 


Callum floated through his time at the restaurant, dreaming 
about getting back together with Sin. He wondered if there 
was a future for them. Sin looked nervous at the thought of 
children and the man was a bit overprotective. Not one to 
worry about tomorrow, Callum pushed his concerns to the 
back of his mind, discussed the new menu with his 
restaurant manager, and put money in the pool for his 
hostess, Lynsey’s, baby shower. 


So he fudged a bit when he told Sin he worked as a chef. It 
was true, but he left out the part where he owned the 
restaurant. His exceptional staff and restaurant manager 
handled most of the day-to-day routine, but Callum liked to 
invent new meals and make sure the employees and 
customers were happy. The restaurant was originally started 
with money from his brothers but he’d long ago paid them 
back. 


Despite his carefree manner, Callum took his business 
seriously. If the restaurant went under, a lot of people lost 
their jobs and he knew everyone wasn’t as lucky as him to 
have a safety net. He knew no matter how bad things got; 
his brothers would always help him out, which was why he 
named the restaurant Trio for the three of them. 


Fortunately, Callum’s restaurant was doing phenomenally 
well. Since its opening, Trio’s reservation list only got longer, 
people vied for dinner reservations and catering services. So 
much so, that when an elderly matron died, her 
beneficiaries fought in court over her standing reservation 
at Trio. 


Images of a new dish flashed through his mind. 
Figs. 


Callum absently said goodbye to everyone and took the 
elevator up to his condo. 


Still musing over what ingredients would combine to match 
the dish in his head, Callum went to his kitchen and started 
pulling out ingredients for his new creation. Engrossed in 
cooking he never heard his cell phone ringing in the 
background. 


Chapter Four 


Sin was worried. 
After work he’d called the restaurant to talk to his lover. 


He’d found out it was actually Callum’s restaurant and that 
he’d left earlier in the day. For the past three hours he’d 
tried calling the blond every fifteen minutes, with none of 
his calls returned. 


Around ten he was worried, around midnight he shifted to 
frantic. Images of what could happen to a gorgeous blond in 
a big city went through his mind. Sinclair’s experience with 
the lowlifes of the world had his imagination going 
overboard as he envisioned every possible catastrophe. 
Finally he couldn’t take the worry any more and he drove 
over to his lover’s condo. 


It took some quick talking on his part, but the doorman, who 
luckily remembered him, let him up to Callum’s apartment. 


He found his lover in the kitchen surrounded by trays of 
food. 


Watching Callum, Sin abruptly lost all his anger. How could 
you stay angry at a genius? He didn’t understand what 
Callum was making, but watching him work was a kind of 
performance art in itself. His lover’s steady hands were 
making an intricate design with some red liquid he poured 
from a squeeze bottle. 


Sinclair was enthralled by Callum’s concentration. 


Without a word he sat on one of the barstools, propped his 
head on his hand, and watched. 


Sin was a man who liked rules and schedules, but for the 
first time he understood what it was to experience chaos. 


Callum was a creature of complete creativity. Despite the 
reputation and quality of the restaurant down below, his 
lover was a dreamer. A dreamer packed into a slim body 
with bright eyes and a wide smile. Callum was what Sin 
thought of when he heard the phrase “living for the 
moment.” In that fragment of time, Sin realized he could 
happily sit and watch this man forever. 


“Baby, when did you get here?” 


Sinclair smiled at the blond, enjoying being the focus of 
those blue-green eyes. He was more than a little amused 
that it didn’t occur to Callum that Sin shouldn’t be able to 
get into his condo. The reason he was here returned to Sin 
and he let the anger show in his eyes. 


“I was worried when you didn’t return any of my calls.” 


“You called?” Callum gnawed his lower lip. He reached over 
and lifted his cell phone off of the counter. “Damn, the 
battery is dead.” 


“From now on I want you to have a phone charger in your 
kitchen and | want you to plug it in when you come home. | 
thought something happened to you.” Images of the horrors 
he’d seen in his travels flashed like a grim movie before his 
eyes. Sin knew he was overreacting but damn the thought 
of his lover injured and unable to reach him, sent fingers of 
fear running down his spine. 


Callum laughed. “What could happen to me?” He asked, his 
innocent gaze bright with amusement. “I go from the 
restaurant to my condo by elevator. It’s a short commute 
and there’s little time for anything to happen to me under 
the path of the security cameras.” 


Sin leaned forward and placed a kiss on Callum’s forehead. 


“| didn’t know you stayed inside all day. You could’ve gone 
anywhere. | don’t have your schedule.” 


“| don’t really have a schedule.” Callum said with a shrug. “l 
come and go how I want and unless | have an appointment | 
just go from the restaurant to home.” 


Rubbing his forehead, Sin tried to fight back his raging 
headache. This beautiful man who glowed like sunshine was 
going to be the death of him. 


Sin’s need to protect overcame his natural caution. 


“As your lover | expect to have your schedule. In the future 
you will email me any appointments or better yet l'Il give 
you my secretary’s email and you will send them to her so 
she can add them to my calendar.” 


Callum frowned and Sin could see his mind was already 
turning back to his cooking. He grabbed Callum’s chin to 
keep him focused. 


“I don’t understand why you care where | am. No other guy 
ever has.” 


“If you’re home | know you’re safe and if you’re going 
somewhere | want you to call me and let me know when you 
arrive and when you leave again so | don’t worry. It’s 
common courtesy.” 


“Is it?” 


“Yes. How much longer are you going to cook?” Callum 
shrugged. “Until the muse leaves or I’m done,” He looked at 
the food covering every surface, his eyes widening, 


“though I’m probably going to run out of room soon. Even 
with three fridges there’s a limit to how much I can make. | 
think these will work well for the governor’s birthday party.” 
Sin blinked. “You cater for the governor? Doesn't he have his 
own staff?” 


Callum shrugged. “Yes, but his wife likes my cooking better. 


Whenever there’s a party they like me to plan the meal and 
provide appetizers and desserts. | get them ready, freeze 
them, and send them over whenever they have a big 
event.” Sin was too tired to think. “I’m going to bed. | have 
a bunch of meetings tomorrow. | brought some clothes to 
put in your closet.” 


“Are you moving in?” Sin was relieved that Callum didn’t 
appear concerned about his new rules, or that he brought 
part of his wardrobe, he was just curious. 


“Not yet. | want to see how compatible we are. One way is 
to stay with you for a few days.” 


Callum shrugged. “Whatever you want, baby.” He went back 
to his cooking and Sin could almost feel Callum’s mind 
blocking him out as an outside distraction. 


Shaking his head, Sin walked out of the room. 


Sin thought about Callum as he stripped for bed. Although 
he was used to being the one in control of his relationships, 


allowances had to be made for his super creative lover. He 
didn’t want to stifle Callum, he just wanted to protect him. 


Protecting him without quashing his spirit would take some 
handling. 


How can you explain to someone who sees the world in a 
kaleidoscope of colors that most people only see in black 
and white? Sin had a feeling it wasn’t that Callum couldn’t 
get lovers, it was that most didn’t understand the amount of 
work living with an creative, free-spirited man could be. 


Sin was fascinated how Callum managed to thrive in sucha 
fucked up world. 


Smiling to himself, Sin curled up in his lover’s bed and fell 
asleep. 


Heat woke him. 

Hot, wet heat wrapped around his cock. Sucking and 
cradling, squeezing and pumping, with a cry Sin plunged 
into the warmth and came. 


Still blinking, Sin accepted the weight of his lover as Callum 
crawled from beneath the covers and lay across Sin’s body, 
licking his lips. 


“How did | do, baby?” Callum asked with a wicked grin. 


“You get an A.” Sin gasped. He reached up and stroked the 
brilliant blond head that glowed in the early morning light. 


“You are a truly beautiful man.” He whispered. 


Callum blushed at the compliment. “Girls are beautiful. I’m a 
guy.” 


“A very beautiful guy.” Sin sniffed the air. Something 
smelled incredible. “What did you make me?” 


“Just a little breakfast. | didn’t know how long you were 
going to stay.” 


“I can stay for breakfast.” Glancing at the clock Sin was 
relieved he didn’t have to rush out on his thoughtful lover. 
“My first appointment is at ten, but it’s a phone conference 
so | can do it from my cell.” 


He gave Callum a wicked smile. It wasn’t the first time Sin 
had woken to a morning blowjob, but it was the breakfast 
that put it over the top. He’d almost be willing to give up 
morning sex in favor of Callum’s food. 


Not that he’d tell his affectionate lover that. 


Smiling, Callum slid out of bed and retrieved a tray he 
must’ve set on the floor. Positioning himself in Sin’s arms, 
Callum proceeded to cut up a waffle with some sort of fruit 
stuff smeared on top. Not a big fruit lover, Sin was about to 
protest when a bite was put into his mouth and he almost 
had his second orgasm of the morning. 


“Mmm. Fuck that’s good.” 


Callum laughed. “I’m glad you like it. | saved the coffee for 
after because it’s so sweet.” 


“Excellent.” 


The pair ate in silence, the only sound, Sin’s noises of 
enjoyment. When they were done Callum took the tray to 


the kitchen and returned with one cup of coffee. 
“Aren't you going to have some?” 


Callum shook his head. “I’m going to take a nap. | was up all 
night working. I’m exhausted.” The blond slid into the bed 
and rested his head on the pillow next to Sin’s. 


For the first time, Sin noticed the dark circles beneath his 
lover’s eyes. “That’s a good idea. When you wake up don’t 
forget to send my secretary your schedule. I'll write down 
her email address for you.” 


Callum’s answer was a snore. 


“I'll take that as a yes.” Sinclair said with a fond smile at his 
lover. 


After showering and dressing, Sin spent the morning 
returning phone calls. His partner, Patrick, called him around 
noon. 


“Are you coming in today?” 


“Later. Callum’s sleeping right now so | thought I’d hang 
around until he wakes up. | can do my phone meeting here 
and then talk to him about security. Callum has some idea 
about being independent and magically protected from all 
danger.” Patrick laughed. “Did you explain to him all the 
hidden perils in the modern world and that you planned on 
wrapping him in cotton.” 


“I was thinking of a nice hermetically sealed bubble.” 


“I hope it has a stove in it, | heard about his cooking. | had 
the gall to make some coffee this morning and Dave told me 


if | wanted real coffee | should have Callum make it. When 
do | get to meet your boy wonder?” 


“Never.” 

“What do you mean never?” 

“I don’t want you drooling over my boy.” 

“I’m not going to drool. | can get my own man.” 

“Not like this one you can’t. They only made one Callum.” 


“| can’t believe love ‘em and forget their name, Sinclair is 
twisted in knots over some kid.” 


Sin was surprised at the venom in Patrick’s voice. 
“What’s going on Patrick?” 


Patrick sighed over the phone. “I’m just a little jealous. You 
didn’t hear Dave raving about this kid. He’s never liked 
anyone | dated.” 


“You'll find someone Pat.” Sin said gently. 


The sound of the elevator opening snapped Sin’s attention 
to the hall. “I’ve gotta go, someone is coming in.” Patrick’s 
voice went all business. “Call me if you need backup.” 


The elevator door opened to a middle-aged Hispanic woman 
wearing an apron and pulling a wheeled cleaning cart. 


“Good afternoon sir.” The woman said. He saw her cast him 
a curious look as she pulled her cleaning cart into the 
condo. 


“Who are you?” 


“I’m Anna, the building maid service. | clean Mr. Turner’s 
apartment twice a week, Tuesdays and Fridays.” She spoke 
Slowly as if English wasn’t her first language but she had a 
sweet smile and looked harmless. 


Perfect terrorist material. 


He was about to interrogate her further when Callum came 
out of the bedroom wearing a pair of faded sweats and little 
else. 


Seeing the maid he started talking in fluid Spanish. Sin 
understood his name and little else. Languages were never 
his talent, unlike Patrick who could speak about twenty of 
them. 


With a fond smile at Callum the maid went to work. 
“It must be nice to have a maid.” Sin teased. 


Callum shrugged. “I wash my own dishes and laundry but | 
hate vacuuming, scrubbing the bathrooms, and dusting 
makes me sneeze. Anna does a great job and keeps me 
from looking like a total slob.” 


“Has she ever walked in on you with a guest?” Callum 
laughed. “No. | don’t usually have men over on the 
weekday. You’re a first.” 


Sin smiled. “I like that.” 


A soft chime filled the apartment. Callum walked over to the 
kitchen counter and picked up his phone. He must’ve 
charged it last night after Sin complained. 


Callum looked up from his phone. “I have a reminder about 
a thing tonight. Wanna go?” 


“What kind of thing?” Sin asked. 


“A book signing. | wrote a cookbook and | have to go and do 
a signing tonight. It’s only for about two hours so you can 
come by the last hour or so and we can go do something 
after.” 


“I'll take you.” Sin’s tone brooked no arguing. “What time 
does it start?” 


“Seven.” 
“PIL pick you up. Be ready.” 
“Yes, sir.” Callum said with a cheeky grin. 


“And when it is all over we'll come back here and I'll show 
you why you should always call me sir.” 


“I'll look forward to it.” 


Chapter Five 


The man who met him in the living room later that night was 
a completely different Callum. Gone was the absent-minded 
chef or the slightly nervous lover, in his place was a 
confident man who looked amazing in a pair of grey wool 
pants and a black silk sweater that buttoned up the front 
and hugged his slim dimensions. 


Callum in club wear was hot. Callum dressed up was heart- 
stoppingly gorgeous. 


“You look great.” Callum said with a wide smile taking in 
Sin’s outfit. Sin didn’t know what to wear to a book signing 
so he settled for a nice button up shirt and a pair of his 
dressiest jeans. 


Sin leaned over and kissed Callum gently without touching 
the rest of him. 


“| don’t want to get you mussed.” He said in response to 
Callum’s questioning gaze. 


“You can muss me later.” Callum commented. 


When they entered the limo, Dave lowered the glass to 
greet the chef. 


“Evening, Callum.” 
“Evening, Dave. | hope you enjoyed your lunch.” 


“Yeah thanks. | never knew a sandwich could taste that 
good.” 


Callum laughed as Dave raised the glass again. 
“What was that all about?” 

“Dave came to the restaurant for a sandwich.” 
“You serve sandwiches?” 


Callum shrugged. “Not usually, but he was at the bar and 
dropped my name. | made him up one. | was there anyway, 
it wasn’t a big deal.” 


Sin shook his head. “Don’t let him take advantage. | have a 
feeling if he could get away with it he’d have you making 
every meal.” 


“Sorry but I only do that for immediate family members and 
dedicated lovers.” 


“I'll have to put in my application.” Sin said, running a 
careful hand up Callum’s chest. “You really look good.” 


“Thanks. This is my author outfit.” 
Sin laughed. “You’re author outfit?” 


“Yeah. | was this close.” Callum held his fingers about an 
inch apart. “From wearing a turtleneck.” Sin laughed until he 
had to wipe the tears from his eyes. 


“Fuck, you amuse the shit out of me.” He said, placing a kiss 
on Callum’s cheek. 


Callum laughed and was still chuckling when the limo pulled 
up. 


The book signing was taking place in a independent 
bookstore that had a huge cooking section. Dave parked the 


limo around back like Callum instructed. 


Upon their arrival a redheaded woman wearing a pair of 
well-fitted black jeans, a sparkly shirt that said princess, and 
a nose ring, rushed up to Callum with a slightly panicky 
expression on her face. 


“I’m so glad you made it.” She said with a forced smile. 
“The crowd is starting to get restless.” 


“Hey, Tina.” Callum said kissing her on both cheeks. 
“Crowd?” Sin asked. 


Callum nodded. “You’d be amazed how many people come 
to these things. We charge five dollars for each autograph 
and donate our proceeds to the American Cancer 
Foundation.” 


“Last time we sold out of books.” Tina said with a brilliant 
smile. 


Sin followed his lover and was surprised when the chanting 
started. Fora moment he felt like he was accompanying a 
rock star. 


An enormous line started right before a roped area in front 
of a long table stacked with books. The line went out the 
door and Sin could see people through the storefront 
window. 


Snapping open his phone he waited impatiently for someone 
to answer. 


“I need security at Cover to Cover books immediately.” 


“How many people?” Lauren, his secretary, asked. 


“At least three.” 
“I'll send them over.” 
Sin shut his phone as Callum took his seat at the table. 


Fifteen minutes later Sinclair gritted his teeth as Dave, 
Jonathon, a new hire, and Patrick walked through the door. 


With hand motions he indicated Dave to take the front door 
and Jonathon to guard the end of the table. To Patrick he just 
glared. 


“What are you doing here?” He asked with a low growl. 


“I figure this is the only way you'll let me meet your mystery 
man.” 


Patrick’s hungry gaze swept Callum. “He’s prettier than the 
ones you usually go for.” His look intensified. “Wait | know 
him, I’ve seen him on television. He does a cooking show 
and makes the most amazing recipes with like six 
ingredients and twenty minutes.” 


“You watched a cooking show?” Sin asked in disbelief. 


“Not everyone eats frozen dinners.” Patrick said with a snort 
of disdain. 


“I don’t have to any more.” Sinclair said with a smug smile. 
“I’ve got my own chef.” 
“I hate you.” Patrick said with a glare. 


Sinclair smiled. It was good to be him. 


Patrick scanned the crowd. Now that Callum arrived the line 
only seemed to get longer. “Are they all here to see him?” 
He asked Sinclair. 


“Yep. They’re lining around the block to get a signature from 
my man.” He couldn’t help the puff of pride as he watched 
Callum flash a dimpled smile at another starry-eyed woman. 


Patrick gave a barking laugh. “Maybe you should tattoo your 
name on his forehead.” He said nodding towards the man 
standing in front of Callum. 


Callum looked up to see his ex-lover towering above him. 
“Jerry what are you doing here?” 


“What? | can’t get a book signed from an old friend?” Callum 
grabbed the book not wanting to start a scene at a charity 
book signing. “We were never friends.” He quickly scrawled 
his name across the title page. 


He handed it back only to have his hand trapped beneath 
Jerry’s. 


“I want you back.” Jerry said his brown eyes imploring. 


What had he ever seen in this guy? Hell, the sex hadn’t 
even been hot enough to put up with him. 


“Never happen.” He assured the other man. “I’m with 
Sinclair now and | don’t want you around.” 


“That barbarian?” Jerry said with a sniff. “He’s not the kind 
of guy you need. You need someone gentler who 
understands you.” Jerry insisted. 


Callum snatched his hand back, smirking when Jerry 
grabbed the book to keep it from falling. “You never 
understood me when we were dating, why do you think you 
can understand me now?” 


“I want us to start over.” Jerry insisted. 
“No.” Callum said so there could be no misinterpretation. 


“We're over. Now move down the line, other people are 
waiting.” 


He felt Sinclair step behind him, with a squeak Jerry rushed 
away towards the register. 


“Thanks.” Callum said. 


“Any time.” Sinclair said squeezing his shoulder. “Any time.” 
The big man moved away leaving Callum missing his 
comforting presence. 


“| couldn’t help but hear that jerk bothering you.” A nice 
looking man with a bouquet of roses stood before the table. 
He had the bouquet in one hand and a copy of Callum’s 
book in his other. His medium brown hair and regular 
features made him the type of guy who was pleasant 
enough to look at but immediately forgettable. 


“Yeah, an ex-boyfriend who doesn’t understand about being 
an ex.” Callum said with a smile. 


The man gave Callum a shy smile. “I brought these for you.” 
He said setting the flowers on the table next to the chef and 
handing over a cookbook to autograph. “You’re my favorite 
television chef. I’ve recorded every show you've been on.” 


“Um. Thanks.” He wasn’t sure what to say to that. He 
generally just signed books and smiled. Accepting the book 
he quickly flipped to the front page. “Who do | sign this to?” 


“To your biggest fan.” The man said. There was something 
in his eyes that Callum found unsettling. The man’s smile 
was warm but he had calculating eyes. Callum quickly 
signed the book. 


“Thanks for the flowers.” He said forcing a smile on his lips. 


“| don’t Suppose you're available after the signing?” The 
man asked. 


“Sorry my boyfriend is waiting for me.” Callum pointed 
towards Sinclair even as a twinge of guilt struck him. 
Sinclair would be surprised to hear that he was Callum’s 
boyfriend, but he was certain the protective man would 
forgive him the fib. 


Callum’s “biggest fan” gave him the willies. 


“That’s a shame. My number is on your card. Call me if you 
break up.” 


“Umm. Sure.” Callum was oddly relieved when the pleasant 
man took the book back and continued down the line 
without incident. Shaking his head, Callum tried to rid 
himself of the creepy vibes the stranger had caused. 


He managed to dredge up a smile for his next fan, a middle- 
aged woman with a glowing smile who had three copies of 
his book in her hands. 


“My daughters would never forgive me if | didn’t get them a 
copy too.” 


“Well we wouldn’t want that.” Callum agreed. Feeling better, 
he dutifully signed each copy the woman (whose name was 
Celia) had, and was able to return her smile with a genuine 
one of his own. 


“It’s such a good thing to raise money for cancer.” The 
woman blinked back tears. “I was diagnosed with breast 
cancer earlier this year. Right now I’m in remission.” She 
crossed her fingers as Callum signed her last book. “Who 
did you lose?” 


“It was my father.” Callum commiserated. He didn’t go into 
the details of everything that happened, he didn’t need to. It 
was enough that they were victims of the same disease. 


Callum stood up and gave the woman a quick hug before 
handing over her books. “I hope you stay in remission. Good 
luck and you tell Tina that your books are on me.” 


“Thank you, you’re so sweet. | didn’t expect you to be so 
sweet.” Tears shimmered in her eyes. 


“Have a good evening.” Callum said. 


“I will.” She said, with a wave she headed to the register. 


* OOK x 


Two hours later Callum shook his hand to loosen his 
cramped fingers. He’d lost count of how many books he’d 
signed. He was tired, hungry, and more than ready to go 
back to his apartment and let Sin fuck all of his stress away. 
The guy with the flowers had really creeped him out. Luckily 
there were enough people around, especially with the extra 
muscle Sin provided, to make him feel protected. He didn’t 
think Sin would mind being used as cover. 


“Hello there. I’m Patrick, Sinclair’s business partner.” Callum 
turned around to see a tall blond waiting behind his chair. 
Standing, he greeted the other man. 


“Hello, nice to meet you.” He said shaking the hand held out 
to him. The examination he was getting from Patrick made 
him more nervous than the attention from the slightly 
obsessed fan. 


Luckily Sin came to the rescue. “Are you ready to go, 
honey?” 


Callum nodded. “Just let me tell Tina I’m leaving.” He met 
Tina near the register where she was counting her sales for 
the day. Looking up, she gave him a bright smile. “We did 
great Callum. Thanks for doing this. I’m also donating 
twenty percent of all profits to your charity.” 


“Thanks, Tina.” Callum said, pleased. “You don’t have to, 
you know.” 


“Are you kidding?” Tina said with a laugh. “We sold three 
times what we usually do and that was besides your 
cookbooks. If | could have you come every weekend | 
would.” 


“I guess l'Il have to write more cookbooks then.” Callum 
said, idly picking up one of her business cards. 


“Who's the stud watching you like he’s worried someone is 
going to snatch up his treasure?” 


“Dark-haired?” 
“Yep.” 


“That’s my new man, Sinclair.” 


“Mmm. He’s yummy. Is the guy by the door available?” 
Callum glanced over to make sure he knew who she was 
talking about. “Dave?” 


“Yeah, he’s gorgeous.” 


Callum took another look at the driver. Dave was a big, 
burly man with an honest face and chocolate brown eyes. 
He could see how Tina would find him attractive. 


“I don’t know if he is or not but he’s a nice guy. Want me to 
check into it for you?” 


Tina blushed as she looked at Dave through her lashes. “If 
you wouldn’t mind.” 


“Nope. I’d be happy to.” He would too. Tina was a good 
friend and deserved to have a guy of her own. “Want me to 
give him your number if he’s available.” 


“If you don’t think it makes me look desperate.” 


“No. It’s hard to find someone.” Callum said patting her arm 
in a reassuring way. “I’d be happy to help you. I’ve only 
known Dave for a few days but he’s always been nice to 
me.” After promising to investigate Dave’s single status, 
Callum left Tina to return to his lover, waiting impatiently by 
the empty table. 


Sin immediately wrapped his arm around Callum and led 
him from the store. Callum didn’t miss the glare his lover 
gave Patrick but decided to let it slide. If Sin wanted to 
Share he’d mention what was bothering him. 


x OK OK 


The ride back to the apartment was made in silence. Callum 
peaked at Sin from time to time, but when the other man 
didn’t say anything he settled back in his seat and watched 
the buildings pass by. 


“You are not to see him alone.” Sin’s voice cut through the 
dark. 


“Who?” 

“Patrick.” 

“Patrick?” 

“Yes.” 

“Why?” 

“Because | don’t trust him.” 

“I thought he was your partner.” 


“I trust him with my money, with my life and with my 
company. | don’t trust him with my lover.” 


“Has he taken one of your lover’s before?” 
“No.” 
“Do you think I’m weak?” 


Sin’s head snapped around. “I don’t think you’re weak. Why 
would you say that?” 


“Well you think this guy who’s your partner can seduce me 
away from you. | think it says poor things about your opinion 
of me. | Know we haven’t known each other for long, but | 
thought we were building something.” Callum shrugged. 


“Maybe I was wrong.” 


Sin grabbed Callum’s arm and dragged him across the seat 
and into his arms. “I’m sorry, honey. You’re right. It’s just 
I’ve known Patrick for years and he’s ruthless about getting 
something he wants. You didn’t see how he looked at you.” 
Callum kissed Sin on the cheek. “I may be young but I’m not 
an idiot. | know how to resist a man who wants to collect 
me. 


He wouldn’t be the first guy who did.” 
“Really, going to share stories?” 


The car pulled up outside Callum’s building. He didn’t 
hesitate to jump out as soon as Dave opened the door. It 
was the perfect opportunity to quiz him. 


“Are you involved with anyone right now?” Callum asked 
while Sin was still climbing out of the car. 


Dave looked at him a moment, startled. “Nope.” 
“Excellent.” Callum smiled. 


A large hand grabbed Callum from behind, glaring down at 
him, Sin said, “Dave likes women.” 


Callum gave him a puzzled look. “I hope so. Otherwise my 
plan to set him up with Tina is going to be completely 
ruined.” 


“Tina?” 
Dave smiled. “The little redhead in the blue jeans?” 


“Mmhmm. She thought you were cute.” 


“But does she like him or like him like him.” Sin teased. 


“Maybe you could pass her a note in study hall.” Callum 
gave a snort of laughter before pulling a card out of his 
pocket. “I’ve got something even better. Her phone 
number.” With a smug smile he handed over Tina’s business 
card. “Give her a call. She’s a great lady.” 


“I might just do that.” Dave said giving Callum a friendly 
nod. 


“Come for me in the morning.” Sinclair told the driver. 


Callum didn’t comment as Sin followed him into the 
building, even if inside he was doing back flips and 
cartwheels. 


Sin’s hand rested on Callum’s back as they walked to the 
elevator. Callum felt his touch like a brand against his skin 
even through the soft sweater. 


As soon as they crossed the threshold, Sin lifted Callum over 
his shoulder and carried him down the hall before throwing 
him onto the bed. Callum landed with a bounce. 


“How is it that | plan these elaborate seduction scenes in my 
head, but when | finally get you alone all | want to do is strip 
you naked and fuck you until you can hardly stand.” 


“Sweet talker.” Callum said. He slowly unbuttoned his 
sweater, enjoying the heat that flared in Sin’s eyes as each 
new patch of bare skin was exposed. 


“| didn’t tell you to take your clothes off.” Sin said in a deep, 
rough voice Callum was certain was supposed to sound 
commanding, but instead sounded needy. 


“You didn’t tell me not to either.” His hands froze mid- 
unbuttoning. “I could stop?” 


He let the question hang in the air. 
“Stand up.” Sin said. 


Sin noticed that while Callum’s voice was submissive his 
eyes were sparkling with mischief. 


Damn, he really liked this guy. 


Callum continued his unbuttoning and with a shrug of his 
shoulders removed his shirt until it slid gracefully down his 
hands. 


“Where did you learn how to undress?” 


“I was roommates with a stripper in college. The guy had 
some great moves.” 


“And did he try them out on you?” 


Callum shook his head. “No. He was distressingly straight. 


“If I ever meet him I'll have to thank him for teaching you 
those skills.” 


Callum’s smile dimmed. “He was killed in a bar fight a few 
years back. | don’t have much luck keeping the people in 
my life alive.” 


“Aw honey, I’m sorry.” Sin cradled his lover in his arms. 


“I’m not going anywhere and I’m too mean to kill.” He 
whispered in the trembling man’s ear. 


“Sorry.” Callum leaned away and blinked back his tears. “l 
didn’t mean to put a damper on our evening.” 


“Nothing could put a damper on our evening.” Sin reassured 
him. “After all we get to spend it together.” Sin stroked 
Callum’s skin relishing the smooth texture beneath his 
hands. He tried to keep his touch more soothing than sexual 
but any contact with this man made him hard as rock. 


Unable to resist, Sin placed soft kisses across Callum’s 
shoulder and up his neck, ending with a nip on Callum’s ear. 


Callum moaned his desire. 
“Take off everything else.” 


Watching Callum undress was the hottest thing Sinclair had 
ever seen. The man was fucking beautiful. Once Callum was 
free of his clothing Sin grabbed the smaller man and kissed 
him. 


He really liked kissing Callum. 


Sin reached down pleased to discover that his lover was as 
hard as Sin was. Stroking lightly, Sin relished the hard 
column in his hand, enjoying the weight and heat of his 
lover, as Callum gasped and moaned from his touch. 


“Don’t you dare come or | will punish you. You aren’t 
allowed release until I’m deep inside your body.” 


“Hurry baby, | can’t wait much longer.” Callum gasped. 


“You'll wait as long as | need you to.” Sin said sternly. He 
shifted his grip to hold onto Callum’s hips. “I want you on 
your back so | can see your beautiful eyes when you come.” 
Sin released his hold on Callum, an act harder than it 


should’ve been. With a passion filled gaze he watched as 
the stunning blond slid naked across the comforter and 
rolled onto his back. 


“The supplies are in my nightstand.” Callum reminded him. 


Sin fetched the condom and lube. With slow preparation he 
slid one finger, then two, after more lube and scissoring he 
got three fingers to slide comfortably inside his lover. “We 
need to get tested so we can go bareback. | don’t like 
anything between us. We’ll go tomorrow.” 


Not giving Callum a chance to argue, Sin quickly removed 
his clothes, slid on the condom, added more lube, and 
pushed inside. 


“No coming until | do.” 


Callum didn’t speak as he clenched his ass, tightening his 
sphincter around Sin’s cock. 


“Cheater.” Sin gasped. 


Unable to resist the lure of his blond siren, Sin gave into the 
passion. “Come for me, honey.” 


Sin wrapped a hand around Callum’s cock and his lover 
came. 


Panting, Sin lay beside his lover for a moment trying to 
catch his breath. “I promise to take longer next time. The 
things you do make me come embarrassingly fast.” Callum 
snickered. “Well, you are older.” Sin popped the younger 
man on his bare ass pleased when his handprint glowed 
against Callum’s bare skin. 


“Ow.” Callum shouted. Lifting his head, he glared at Sinclair. 


Sinclair leaned over and kissed the bright mark. “You 
deserved that. Besides, l'Il definitely be spanking you in the 
future.” 


“At least l'Il be ready for it then.” Callum said, his 
disgruntled expression said what he thought about Sinclair’s 
actions. 


Sin laughed and kissed Callum’s sulky mouth. “lIl be right 
back, honey.” 


After getting rid of the condom and wiping them both off 
with a warm cloth, Sin got into bed and wrapped Callum in 
his arms, spooning the smaller man against his body. 


Where he belonged. 


“Night, sweetheart.” He said, kissing Callum on top of his 
head. 


“Night.” Callum said, his voice heavy with sleep. 


Chapter Six 


Callum decided it was a morning for French toast with apple 
compote and fresh squeezed orange juice. Before he could 
return to the bedroom with his breakfast tray, his phone 
rang. 


With his mind still on his food, Callum answered his cell 
without checking caller id. 


“Hello.” 


“PIL kill him before | let him have you again.” A rough, 
unfamiliar voice said. 


“What?” 

“You're mine. Remember that.” 

The caller hung up. 

Shaken Callum looked at his caller id. 
Unavailable. 


“Callum?” Sin walked into the room wearing nothing but his 
boxer shorts. 


Callum was still staring at his phone. 
“Callum.” 
Callum jumped. 


Sin walked up behind him, wrapping his long arms around 
Callum. Callum leaned back, absorbing his lover’s heat. 


“What’s wrong?” 
“l-I just got the strangest phone call.” 
“What kind of phone call.” 


Callum told Sin what the caller said and Sin held him tighter 
and tighter until Callum gasped to get a breath. 


“Sorry.” Sin said releasing his crushing grip. “Do you have 
any idea who it could have been? What about that ex-lover 
of yours?” 


Callum shook his head. “Jerry? No. Despite what it looked 
like, he really isn’t the violent type. He’s more likely to show 
up at the restaurant and beg me to take him back in front of 
my customers.” 


“Any others?” 
“None that didn’t end well.” 
“Poisoned any food reviewers?” 


Callum laughed. Leaning against his lover and taking 
support from his strength, he tried to think of anyone who 
would want to harm him. “Not that | know of. I’m a pretty 
low key person.” 


“What about at the club. | Know more than a few people 
wanted to take you home. Anyone stand out as more 
aggressive than most?” 


Callum shook his head. “Not really. | mean there are always 
a few pushy ones, but if | say no, no one insists. Here, | 
made you French toast.” He shoved the plate across the 
counter towards Sin. 


Sin let the matter drop and sat at the bar to eat his 
beautifully presented breakfast. Worry gnawed at him, and 
even though he made the appropriate noises, his heart 
wasn’t in it. For the first time Callum’s food failed to soothe 
him. 


He noticed that his lover barely picked at his own meal. 


“I’m going to have someone watch over you from now on.” 
Sin announced. 


“One phone call and | get a bodyguard?” Callum asked in 
astonishment. “Come on Sin it could’ve been a wrong 
number.” 


“Wrong numbers aren’t as common as they used to be love 
and from what you said it definitely sounded like the person 
knew who you were. What are the odds a crank caller is 
going to randomly call a gay man to threaten?” 


“Pretty slim.” Callum agreed. “But that doesn’t mean | need 
a bodyguard. Didn’t we discuss how | rarely leave my 
building? 


The biggest trip | have planned is going to California for a 
baking contest.” 


“So l'Il send a junior bodyguard to watch over you. Jonathan 
should do the trick, you met him at the bookstore last 
night.” 


“No | didn’t.” 
Sin shrugged. “Well, he was there.” 


Callum assumed the guy was the only one he didn’t know. 


Patrick introduced himself and he already knew Dave, so 
that left the dirty blond with the biceps bigger than Callum’s 
thighs. 


“He looked capable.” 


“He’s straight.” Sinclair said as if Callum would look at 
anyone while he had Sinclair in his bed. 


“How long has he worked for you?” Callum bit his lip. He 
didn’t want a bodyguard but if it would make Sinclair less 
crazy, than he’d tolerate some guy standing around. 


“Jonathon’s new with the company and needs some 
training. He can at least call for help if anything happens 
and I trust him to be able to use his gun in an emergency.” 


“| don’t think...” 


“I’m not giving you a choice in this matter.” Sin said. This 
was one time he wasn’t giving in to his beautiful lover. No 
one was going to get the chance to harm Callum. 


“Fine. But | expect to feel some of that mastery in the 
bedroom soon if you’re going to use it against me 
everywhere else.” 


“It’s a deal.” Sin finished his meal and kissed Callum on the 
lips. Heat burned through the worry, he was seconds from 
throwing Callum across the counter and having his way with 
his favorite chef, when his phone went off. “Dave’s on his 
way up if you'd clear it with building security.” 


“I'll let them know that the two of you are always to get 
clearance.” Callum reached into his kitchen drawer and 
pulled out a key. “Here. This is for you unless you want to 
give it to my new bodyguard.” 


“Thanks.” Sin snatched it out of Callum’s hand. “Your 
bodyguard won’t need it since he’ll always be with you, so 
l'Il keep it. Do you mind if | come back tonight and stay the 
weekend.” 


Callum smiled. “I'd like that.” 


x KOK 


Callum was engrossed in his pastries when his condo phone 
rang. He almost ignored it as he swirled a perfect design of 
raspberry coulis on a cocoa dusted plate. However, if they 
were calling on the house phone that meant someone 
requested access to his condo. 


With a sigh he set down his squeeze bottle. 
“Hello.” 


“Mr. Turner there is a man here named Jonathan Stevens 
who says he works for you.” Liam said. 


Sin probably didn’t want to advertise that Callum had a 
bodyguard. The doorman probably thought Jonathan was a 
restaurant employee. 


“Send him up.” 


Callum haphazardly wiped his hands on a dishcloth and 
went to meet his new bodyguard. 


A six-foot four-inch behemoth with brown eyes and dirty 
blond hair sauntered into Callum’s apartment. He was taller 
than Callum remembered, but shorter than Sin. 


“You must be Jonathan.” 


Jonathan looked Callum up and down, a slight sneer in his 
face as he examined the younger man. “I was told by the 
boss that my new assignment was to watch over you.” 


“Do you have a problem with your assignment?” He didn’t 
really care; the guy was like furniture to him. 


“I got this job to protect people in real danger.” Annoying 
furniture. 


What an ass. 


“I see. Well since neither of us believe I’m in real danger, 
why don’t you take your snide self back to the robot base 
where you can have that battery pack taken out of your ass, 
and let me get back to work.” 


Turning on his heel Callum left the bodyguard in the foyer 
and went back to his pastries. He didn’t need some jerk 
guarding him while he was working. Immersed in his craft, 
Callum let time flow around him. He jerked back when a 
hand touched his shoulder and pulled him out of the zen of 
chocolate tempering. 


“What?” 


“Dave is on the phone and wants to know if you’re going to 
work downstairs today.” Jonathan said. 


Callum shook his head, “I need to practice for the cooking 
competition. Tell him if he wants lunch, to come up in a half 
hour, l'Il need a break by then and l'Il fix him something.” 
Turning his back on the annoying bodyguard, Callum 
returned to his chocolate, pouring long streams into blocky 
molds. Next he added color into a bowl of white chocolate. 


Callum was pleased when it turned robin’s egg blue. 
Humming, he poured the pretty chocolate into a new set of 
molds. It seemed like mere minutes before he was 
interrupted by the sight of Dave standing to the left of his 
preparation counter. 


“Hey Dave.” He greeted the driver. “Is my half hour over?” 
Dave gave him a sheepish smile. “You don’t have to make 
me any lunch you know. | can get my own food. | just 
wanted to know if you were working so | could go to the 
restaurant. l’d be happy to pay for lunch.” 


The driver was so earnest that Callum’s nurturing instincts 
kicked in. 


“Not a problem, | need to take a break. Besides, you’re 
doing me a favor. If | have to report to Sin that | forgot to eat 
I’m sure l'Il get into trouble. And while | don’t mind being 
punished,” He gave Dave a wicked smile, “I’d rather do it for 
something | do wrong intentionally.” 


Dave burst out laughing. “Glad | could help.” He said ina 
choked voice. 


Callum headed into the kitchen forgetting about Jonathan 
until he spoke. 


“Hey, Dave.” 
“Jonathan, what are you doing here?” 


“Didn't Sinclair tell you | have babysitting duty?” Dave’s 
face grew ominous. “Why does Callum need a bodyguard?” 


“Threatening phone calls. Someone said they'd kill Sin 
because I’m supposed to be theirs.” 


“Did they mention Sinclair by name?” Dave asked. 
Callum thought it over reliving the words in his mind. “No. 
As a matter of fact they didn’t.” 


“So it might be somebody who’s seen you with Sinclair but 
doesn’t know his name. Have you met anyone new this 
week?” Callum stopped pulling food out of the refrigerator 
fora moment. “Not that | could think of. | mean they called 
when Sin was at my condo so | thought it was about him. | 
mean my ex-boyfriend Jerry comes sniffing around now and 
then, but I’ve never gotten crazed phone calls from him.” 


“Hmm. Did Jonathan have you make a list of friends and 
acquaintances?” 


Callum bit his lip, refusing to look at his bodyguard. 
Dave looked back and forth between them. 


“Is there something the two of you’d like to share?” 
Jonathan broke first. “I thought this was a babysitting 
assignment.” 


“So you insulted the client and he refused to talk to you.” 
Dave ended. “That’s why Sin doesn’t think you’re mature 
enough to handle outside clients.” Dave lowered his voice, 
but not so low that Callum couldn’t hear. “And for your 
information Sin is nuts about this kid so | hope you have 
another job lined up.” 


“But | want a real assignment.” The bodyguard whined. 


“A person getting harassing phone calls is a real 
assignment. If anything and | mean anything, happens to 


this man while under your watch, Sin isn’t the only one you 
have to worry about.” The driver’s voice was low and mean. 


Callum was glad it wasn’t aimed at him. 


Dave came around the counter and pulled Callum ina 
manly hug with enough macho back pounding that Callum 
was certain his lungs would never fully inflate again, and 
one of his kidney’s was perilously close to rupture. 


“We'll take care of you. | wouldn’t let anything happen to my 
favorite chef.” 


A warm glow filled Callum. “Thanks, Dave.” It really did give 
him a happy feeling that Dave cared enough to threaten the 
young bodyguard who didn’t look much older than Callum. 
Even though he’d only met the man a handful of times he’d 
taken a liking to the muscle man with haunted eyes. 


Dave settled his girth on one of the bar stools and gave 
Callum his most pathetic expression. “What am | having for 
lunch?” 


Callum smiled. “How does chicken sound?” 
“Like paradise.” 


“Did you want something?” Callum asked Jonathan, thinking 
lunch could be a peace offering. 


“No. Jonathan has to go back to the office and talk with with 
the boss, l'Il stay here until he gets back.” There was a 
silent argument between the two muscular men but Dave 
won. 


When the bodyguard was safely onto the elevator, Dave 
gave Callum a mischievous smile. “Serves him right for 


giving his job a half-assed approach.” 
Callum didn’t argue. Dave was right. 
“He’s young.” Callum offered. 


“He’s going to die young too if he let’s anything happen on 
his shift.” 


“True.” Callum agreed. He didn’t want to think what his 
protective lover would do if Jonathan let anyone hurt 
Callum. 


They spent the next hour chatting and eating Callum’s 
creations, until the phone rang. Callum looked at the caller 
id. 


The number flashed unavailable. 

“Is that him?” Dave asked, watching Callum’s expression. 
“Could be.” 

“Are you going to answer it?” 

“Nope.” 


The phone continued to ring. Callum wasn’t going to give 
the creep the satisfaction. “I think l'Il get a new number 
tomorrow.” 


Dave shook his head. “Keep this one. We want to be able to 
track this guy.” 


Callum’s phone chimed that there was a new message. 


“Put it on speaker phone.” Dave instructed. 


Callum fiddled with his phone for a bit and called his 
voicemail. After going through the phone tree he pressed 
the button to play the latest messages. He had three new 
messages. 


Two were from customers regarding his catering. The third 
was the one he was expecting. 


“Callum, my love.” A voice whispered from the receiver. 


“You can’t hide from me I know where you live, where you 
work, where you play. Soon you'll be mine and we'll be 
together as we were meant to be. Sweet dreams.” The 
message ended and Callum closed his phone. 


Dave’s large hand came across the counter and covered 
Callum’s smaller fingers. “We'll find him, but until we do 
you'll be in good hands.” 


Callum was shaking he was so angry. “What does he want 
from me? What did | do to get this kind of attention?” Dave 
squeezed Callum’s hand. “You didn’t have to do anything. 
Some people just get fixated. He could’ve seen you at the 
restaurant or at a club or seen your picture in a magazine. 


There’s no telling what triggers a person’s craziness. 


“Thanks, Dave.” Callum appreciated the older man’s 
reassurance. It settled fears deep inside Callum that there 
was something wrong with him that attracted psychos. 


His phone rang again. It was Tina. 
“Hello, Tina.” Callum said with a smile at Dave. 


“Hey Cal.” Tina’s perky voice said across the phone. “You 
rushed out of here so quickly last night that you forgot your 


flowers.” 
“Oh, yeah. You can keep those, or toss them, or something.” 
“Why? They’re beautiful.” 


“Yeah, but the guy who brought them gave me the willies.” 
Dave snatched the phone from Callum’s hand. “Hi Tina, this 
is Dave.” 


Bewildered, Callum watched the driver blush. “I would’ve let 
you talk to her.” He said with a pout. 


“Was there was a card with the flowers?” Callum couldn’t 
hear Tina’s voice but from Dave’s nod he assumed that, yes, 
there was a card.” 


“What does it say?” Dave said confirming Callum’s 
suspicions. Dave moved his hand in a writing motion, 
indicating he wanted a pen and paper. 


Callum pulled both out of a drawer and handed them over. 


He always kept paper and pen at hand in case he needed to 
make food notes. 


Dave scrawled a number on the pad. 


“Thanks Tina, | want you to set the card and flowers aside 
and I’m going to have someone come and get them. Thanks 
| appreciate it.” Dave gave a short laugh. “Yes, I’d love to 
have coffee with you some time. Callum gave me your 
information. 


How does tomorrow sound? Okay? Great. l'Il see you around 
one.” 


Dave hung up, he pinned Callum with a serious stare. 


“There was a note with the flowers. It said, “To my soul 
mate, one day soon you'll be mine. The guy’s phone 
number is on it. 


I’m going to call him and see if he answers.” Callum 
Shivered. “That guy gave me the creeps. On the surface he 
seemed nice, but there was something off about his eyes.” 


“He might be your guy.” Dave said. His large fingers dialed 
the number of Callum’s tiny phone. “Just in case he’s 
waiting for your call.” He said by way of explanation. 


Dave put it on speakerphone. It rang and rang and then the 
automated announcement came on that the phone was 
disconnected. 


“Why would the guy give me a number that was 
disconnected?” 


“Maybe he knew you weren’t going to call. Or maybe he 
didn’t want to leave any trace.” Dave shrugged. “He might 
not be working with a full deck of cards. Anyway, let’s not 
end the investigation there. Hell even if it is the guy we 
don’t have any leads.” 


“What about the florist the flowers came from?” 


“He could’ve gotten them from the grocery store.” Dave 
said with a shrug. “Everyone sells flowers these days.” 


“True but they were really nice | bet he spent the time to go 
to a florist.” 


“Maybe.” Dave agreed. “l'Il check on that when I get the 
card.” 


The condo phone rang. Callum hurried to answer. 


“Yas,” 


“I have a package for you, Mr. Turner, would you like to 
come down or have someone bring it up?” Callum 
recognized the voice of Sven the part time door help. 


“FIL come down.” He said before hanging up. Suddenly he 
needed out of his apartment. As much as he adored his 
condo, the walls were starting to close in on him. 


“What’s wrong?” Dave asked. 


“Hmm. Oh nothing. | have a package downstairs. I’m going 
to go down and get it. | need out of this place for a minute 
or two.” 


“I’m coming with you.” The chauffer said in a combative 
tone as if he was expecting an argument. 


“|I wouldn’t expect anything less.” Callum said honestly. 


x KOK 


The package was actually a padded envelope. It was long 
and flat and had international stickers all over the top. 


“It’s from my brother, Arthur.” Callum said turning the 
package over in his hands. It wasn’t overly heavy, but it had 
a solid weight. 


“Let’s take it upstairs.” Dave said. 


Callum had thought about having a drink or two at the 
restaurant bar, but the expression on Dave’s face told him 
that it wasn’t going to happen. 


Shrugging, Callum let Dave escort him upstairs. He could 
always come back down for drinks with Sinclair. 


They were barely through the entryway before Dave started 
his interrogation. “Is this from the soldier brother or the 
dentist?” 


“How did you hear about my brothers?” 
Dave shrugged. “Sin mentioned them.” 


“Oh.” Callum flipped the envelope around again. “It’s from 
Arthur, he’s the soldier.” 


“Any reason he’d be sending you a package?” 


“Sometimes he sends me presents.” Arthur wasn’t 
consistent, but if he was traveling and saw something that 
might catch his brother’s eye, he always mailed them to 
Callum. “I’m very close to my brothers.” 


“Any idea what he sent?” 


Callum looked at the envelope. “Well it’s not thick enough to 
be tea. I’m guessing he found a book or something I'd like.” 


“ld like to open it.” 


It wasn’t that Dave was so protective, it was the way he said 
it like he was expecting a bomb. Callum handed over the 
package. 


“Suit yourself.” 


Callum watched as Dave pulled a butterfly knife out of his 
boot and carefully cut along the tape. When the flap was 
clear, with no sign of explosion, the driver opened the 
envelope and pulled out the plastic wrapping inside. 


“Looks like a book.” Dave agreed handing it over to Callum. 


Smiling Callum opened the wrapping and laughed. 


Inside was a book of Chinese erotic poetry with English 
translations. The leather bound book had an engraving of 
two men in an embrace on the front. 


An envelope peeked out of the top. 
With a laugh, Callum pulled out the note. 
Dear Callum, 


| know how you like to read so I thought this would give you 
some ideas if you ever find a man you want to keep around 
for a while. 


Love, 
Arthur 
“What kind of book is it?” Dave asked curiously. 


“A book of homoerotic poetry.” Callum said. It didn’t occur to 
him to not tell. He was proud that his brothers accepted him 
just as he was. 


“Huh.” Dave averted his face but not before Callum saw the 
blush rising on the man’s cheeks. 


It was sweet that a hardened mercenary could blush over 
something so minor. 


Before Callum could pursue this shy side of his companion, 
Sin marched through the doorway. 


He held out his arms and Callum ran right into them. 


“Hi, baby.” Callum said as Sinclair’s arms wrapped him 
against his warm, muscular body. 


Callum became nervous when Sin didn’t tell him not to call 
him baby. He pulled back. 


“What’s wrong?” 


Sin kissed him on the forehead. “What makes you think 
something is wrong?” 


“You didn’t snap at me to not call you baby.” 
“Do you need me for anything boss?” Dave asked. 


Sin shook his head. “No. Take the rest of the evening off. Go 
visit Tina.” For the first time since he walked through the 
door there was a Sparkle in Sin’s eyes. 


Dave gave a bashful smile. “I need to pick up something 
anyway.” The driver gave Callum a meaningful look that 
said he wanted to keep this between them until something 
was proven. “Thanks for the meal Callum, you’re the man.” 


“Yes, he is indeed.” Sinclair said with a leer. 
Laughing, the driver left the apartment. 


Callum automatically headed to the kitchen only to be 
pulled back by his lover. 


“You don’t have to feed me, darling.” Sin said, searching 
Callum’s eyes. 


“But | want to. That’s how I take care of people.” Sin sighed. 
“Well, if you must cook, l'Il somehow try to choke down your 
incredible food.” 


Callum smiled at his lover as he placed a skillet on the 
stove. “How about a quick grilled sandwich?” Sin raised an 
eyebrow. “Really? Does it have some sort of gourmet aioli?” 


“It’s a surprise.” Taylor flashed him a dimpled grin as Sin 
settled onto his favorite stool. 


Watching the man cook was Sin’s favorite event of the day. 


In the short time that he’d known the stunning chef, Sin had 
fallen irrevocably, head-over-heels, romance novel, in love. 
Just walking into the condo and seeing Callum made all the 
stress of the day vanish. It also made him want to wrap his 
chef in a protective bubble and snap the neck of anyone 
who came by with a sharp object. Callum was his and he 
had the knowledge and skill to keep him safe from an 
asshole stalker. 


He watched Callum’s hands move in a blur as he chopped 
and mixed. In the end he put a tall sandwich on the hot 
Skillet with a foil-covered rectangle on top. 


“What’s that?” He asked, pointing to the object. 


“Hmm.” Callum looked up to see what Sinclair was asking 
about. “Oh that’s a brick. | use it as a Sandwich press. Works 
great.” 


“Huh.” Sin settled down and drank the smoothie that 
magically appeared by his hand. 


“Do you have any food allergies?” Callum asked as he 
expertly lifted the brick, flipped the sandwich and put the 
brick back on. 


“Nope.” 


“Excellent. Anything you hate?” 
“Liver, and food that’s squishy.” 


He saw Callum bite his lower lip to hide a smile, “I'll try very 
hard not to make squishy food.” The chef said earnestly, but 
Sin saw the sparkle in his lover’s eyes. 


“Good.” He finished his smoothie and licked the spoon, as a 
perfectly crisp sandwich with homemade potato chips was 
set before him. “I didn’t see you make chips.” 


“I made them earlier and popped them in the oven a few 
minutes to warm them up.” 


“Mmm.” Sin said as he crunched a chip. “I’m never going 
back to store bought again.” 


“You never have to baby. Eat your sandwich.” Watching 
Callum clean up, Sin took a bite of his sandwich. 


Flavors melded together, giving it a sublime flavor. Focused 
on his lover he hadn’t paid attention to what Callum was 
putting together. Sin tasted turkey, red pepper, and sharp 
cheese. 


Callum had also snuck in some sort of spread that made it 
all work together. 


Sin didn’t talk while he devoured his meal. It felt like 
sacrilege to not give a Callum creation his entire attention. 


Moments later his plate was empty and he was seriously 
contemplating licking the glass surface. 


“Did you want dessert?” 


Sin rubbed his flat stomach. “lIl wait a bit. | don’t want to 
be too full when | fuck you through the mattress. | expect to 
see you naked and waiting for me in five minutes.” 


“You do, do you?” Callum walked around the bar. Wrapping 
his arms around Sin he placed a tender kiss on his lover’s 
lips. 


“Well, I'd hate to disappoint you.” He said feathering kisses 
across Sin’s cheek before stepping away. He gave Sin a sexy 
smile before stepping back and sauntering off towards his 
bedroom. 


Sin’s cock hardened so quickly his head felt dizzy. 


No one got to him as fast as his angelic looking lover with a 
harlot’s soul. 


Sin took his time. Placing his plate in the sink, he slowly 
Stripped off his shirt and headed towards the bedroom. He 
left his pants on so he could keep some control. Walking into 
the bedroom he caught his breath. Callum was right where 
he told him to be. Kneeling on the bed was the most 
beautiful sight in the world...his naked lover. 


Chapter Seven 


Callum swallowed, trying to moisten his suddenly dry throat, 
when he heard Sin enter the room. The man’s steady tread 
ended at the foot of the bed, but when nothing else 
happened Callum peeked over his shoulder. 


Sin stood, shirtless, at the bottom of the bed staring at 
Callum like he was the most amazing thing he’d ever seen. 
The intensity of his stare was too much for Callum who 
instinctively felt the need to protect his heart. 


“Are you going to stare or fuck me like you promised.” 
“I'll do whatever I like.” Sin said in his deep, sexy voice. 
“And you'll like whatever I give you.” 


Nerves, threatening to unman Callum, evaporated beneath 
his lover’s stare. Sinclair talked big, but inside the hard, 
rough, exterior was a sweet, considerate lover who 
cherished him with every touch. 


Sin stripped off his clothing and climbed up on the bed. 


Sliding his hands into Callum’s hair he gave him a kiss so 
tender and sweet, Callum almost came right then. 


Slowly separating them, Sin placed a series of soft kisses on 
Callum’s lips. “I’m so crazy about you.” Sin whispered. His 
voice was just loud enough for Callum to hear. Callum 
blinked back tears. 


He wished he could tell Sin he was falling in love with him, 
but he was nervous about appearing too clingy. Callum had 


yet to find the right balance with another man and he didn’t 
want to lose Sin by holding on too tight. Boyfriends in the 
past had claimed that either he ignored them or he wanted 
too much; too much time, too much affection, too much 
everything. It would break his heart if he scared Sin away 
just as things were starting to work between them. 


As it was, he hoped it wasn’t just Sin’s protective instinct 
keeping him with Callum, but genuine affection. With the 
sexy man’s attention fully on him, Callum decided he would 
enjoy any time he was granted and worry about tomorrow 
later. 


“What’s going on in that pretty head of yours?” Sin asked, a 
teasing smile on his lips. 


Callum shook his head, banishing his self-doubt. He’d never 
wanted a man as much as he wanted Sin. It was hard for 
him to believe he’d actually be able to keep him. Although 
he worked hard to put up a carefree facade, in reality he 
was just scared. 


Scared of getting everything he wanted and then losing it 
like he had as a child. Experience had taught Callum that it 
was easy to have your world yanked out from beneath you 
and Sin was quickly becoming his world. 


Callum closed his eyes when Sin’s hands slid across his bare 
Skin. “I should tie you up and keep you wanting until you 
focus on me.” Sin said in a thoughtful tone that had Callum 
whimpering. 


“Are you going to tie me?” The thought of being restrained 
while Sin fucked him senseless made Callum’s skin tingle 
with desire. Sin scraped his five o’clock shadow across 
Callum’s bare back. Callum didn’t try to suppress the moan. 


“That’s it honey. | like to hear how much you want me. It 
makes me so fucking hard.” Large calloused hands grabbed 
Callum’s hips and propped him on his knees. “Stay just like 
that.” Sin said in a rough voice. “Fuck, you’re gorgeous. l'Il 
tie you another day.” Sin breathlessly promised, “I need you 
too badly right now.” 


Slick fingers traced his hole. 

Callum leaned back encouraging the invasion. 
His ass got slapped for his efforts. 

“Ow.” 


“Did | tell you to move?” Sin’s voice had a hard 
commanding edge that almost made Callum come from that 
sound alone. 


“No, sir.” Callum said breathlessly. Callum’s ass stung, 
fanning the flames of his desire that were already at inferno 
height. 


“I’ve never left you wanting. I’m not going to start now.” Sin 
murmured behind him. 


Sin’s big fingers slipped inside, causing a bite and burn 
before settling into need and heat. 


“More.” Callum moaned. “I need more.” 
“Shhh, honey.” 
A third finger entered. 


“I’m ready.” Callum said, tears pricked his eyes, as want 
became need. “Please baby, fuck me.” 


“Shhh.” Sin soothed petting Callum’s back. Callum felt a 
cock at his entrance and forced himself to relax, accepting 
his lover's invasion. 


“Ohh.” Callum sighed. 


“That’s it. Relax and l'Il give you the ride of your life.” 
Callum breathed deeply, forcing his body to relax. Once he 
was certain he was ready he nodded to Sinclair. 


Sin gripped his hips and plunged all the way inside. Bolts of 
lightning shot up Callum’s spine, making him cry out from 
the sensation. 


“Hold on.” Sin said. He fucked Callum with all the speed and 
passion he could ever hope for. 


Callum couldn’t hold on much longer. Sin fucked like a 
machine, hitting Callum’s prostate with each motion. 
Inhuman sounds pored from Callum’s mouth. In the end he 
wasn’t even sure what he was saying. The babbling that 
ripped from his throat was a combination of sighs, moans 
and garbled sounds of encouragement. 


“Come with me, Callum.” Sin demanded. His fingers 
wrapped around Callum’s shaft, pumping and pressing in 
rhythm with Sin’s thrusts. “Come now.” He demanded, 
squeezing. 


Unable to resist the combination of Sin’s touch and 
commanding tone, Callum shot ribbons of come across the 
once pristine sheets. 


The same hands that gripped him tightly moments before, 
now carefully moved him so he lay on the dry part of his 
huge bed. 


“I'll be right back and clean you up.” The deep voice 
promised. 


Callum was too relaxed to respond. 


After wiping himself down, Sinclair came back to the 
bedroom with a warm washcloth. He couldn’t stop the smile 
when he saw his lover still in a boneless heap on the bed, 
right where he left him. 


Sin’s heart contracted when he looked down at the beauty 
of his lover. All that smooth skin and shiny hair meant 
nothing, unless you knew that the pretty wrapping hid a 
sweet darling of a man who was generous to a fault. Despite 
Callum’s success and numerous fans, the man didn’t have 
an arrogant bone in his body. When he’d gone to his office, 
Sin did an internet search on his man and was surprised at 
the number of hits. 


Apparently, Callum forgot to mention he was damn near 
famous. 


Sin wiped Callum down laughing softly as his lover’s 
Sleeping form didn’t move. 


“Poor dear.” Sin said with a smile. Kissing Callum on the 
cheek, the hardened mercenary snuggled the sleek form of 
his gentle lover, and fell sleep. 


Chapter Eight 


Sin woke to find his lover missing. It was a habit he’d come 
to expect but didn’t mean he liked it. Waking up to Callum 

was a wonderful experience but he knew his lover liked to 

bring him breakfast in bed, and make love afterwards. 


Not wanting to hurt his lover’s feelings, Sin didn’t tell him 
how much he wanted Callum there when he woke. Besides 
,one careless word now, might mean making his own 
breakfast in the future. 


The smell of something fabulous perked Sin’s senses, but it 
was the sound of voices talking had him jumping out of bed. 
He dressed quickly, slipping on a pair sweats and a t-shirt 
he’d left in a drawer. He really needed to talk to Callum 
about moving in together. Going to his own place at night 
and sleeping alone was becoming one of the top ten things 
he hated to do. 


It was much nicer here, where he had hot and cold running 
Callum, and the best food in the country. Not a bad 
combination after spending so much of his life on military 
rations. Sin decided someone upstairs must really like him. 


Dave was sitting on one of the kitchen stools while Jonathan 
frowned at them both. 


“Why are you guys here?” He demanded. It took him a 
moment to realize, that the men being here would prevent 
his usual morning sex. Sin’s mood tanked at the serious 
expression on his employees faces. 


Jonathan nodded towards Dave who didn’t look up from his 
plate of Eggs Benedict. “He insisted that we needed to 


check up on Callum.” The sulky pout Jonathan sported made 
Sin want to deck him. 


Shaking his head he gave his attention to his driver. “Was 
there a reason you came here or was it just to get a free 
breakfast?” 


Dave gave him a smile not the least abashed. “You did say 
his Eggs Benedict were amazing, and I’m always happy to 
visit my favorite chef, but this time I’ve got a reason. This 
came for you today, boss. | thought you should see it as 
soon as possible.” 


The driver handed over a manila envelope with his name 
and work address, but no mailing postmark. 


“Someone drop this off at the office?” 


“Someone did. No one saw him or anything.” Dave said with 
a grim look. 


“Why'd you bring the kid?” He asked nodding towards 
Jonathan. 


“Thought you’d want someone keeping an eye on Callum 
today. With the stalker on the loose, | don’t think he should 
be unsupervised.” 


“Good thinking.” Sin agreed, opening the envelope. Inside 
was a picture of him and Callum at the book signing. They 
were standing together, but the picture of Sin was crossed 
out with a black marker. The words ‘ stay away or die’ were 
written across the picture. 


“I think it might be time to call the cops.” Callum said, 
looking at the picture. “That way when we find out who it is 
we can get a restraining order.” 


Sin thought it would be easier to hunt the guy down and kill 
him, but Callum’s idea was probably the most acceptable 
option of the two. “All right. Call and ask them how they 
want to handle this.” 


Dave cleared his throat. “There’s more. | got the card from 
those flowers you received, Callum. He pulled out a small 
florists card from his wallet. The writing was a perfect match 
for the writing on the picture. “I think we’ve got our man. | 
went to the florist yesterday but no one remembered him. 


Apparently it was a busy day for flowers.” Callum tried to 
hide his disappointment. 


“Why don’t you call the police now and see how they want 
us to handle this.” Sin said. 


Callum nodded and grabbed his cell phone, walking away 
from the men so he could get better reception by the 
window. 


Once Callum was out of earshot, Sinclair confronted 
Jonathan. 


“What’s your problem?” 


Jonathan straightened his stance. “I don’t have a problem, 
Sir.” 


“Then why are you scowling at my man? If you have a 
problem being here, then get lost. l'Il assign someone else.” 


“I want a real assignment. Not some babysitting job. 


Something important.” 


Sin grabbed Jonathan by the collar and slammed him 
against Callum’s bank of refrigerators. “Let me tell you 
something, kid. You’ll never get a more important 
assignment than watching the man | love. Callum didn’t ask 
some psycho to start stalking him, and he doesn’t need 
someone with attitude adding to his stress. So if you feel 
you need to be someplace else, don’t let me stop you from 
finding new employment.” Callum came back into the room, 
checking his email on his phone. “The police said to come 
down to the station and file a report.” Looking up, his eyes 
went wide. “Whoa, baby, let the guy go.” 


Sin let his lover pull him away from Jonathan who looked 
paler than Callum’s chef hat. “Do we understand each 
other?” Jonathan nodded. “Yes, sir. l'II be happy to watch 
Callum today.” 


“What?” Callum looked back and forth between the men. 


“Watch me? No, no, no. | don’t need someone to watch me. 
I’ve got shit to do.” 


Sin gave his lover the benefit of his stare. “And you’re going 
to do it with a bodyguard. | don’t know how violent this guy 
is, but you need to have someone watching your back until 
he’s caught.” 


Callum looked at him for a long moment with those beautiful 
sea green eyes. Sin could see the moment his beloved gave 
in. 


“Fine.” Callum’s expression was as sulky as Jonathan’s of a 
moment ago. “But if he gets in my way, I’m shoving him in 
the walk in freezer and locking the door.” 


Sin laughed. “Deal.” He wrapped his long arms around 
Callum and pulled him close. “I just couldn’t handle it if 


anything happened to you. You’re my one good thing.” 


“What?” Callum asked pulling away, or at least the little bit 
he was allowed. 


“Everyone should have something to look forward to. 


You're mine. You’re the one good thing that makes all the 
bullshit of the day worthwhile.” 


Callum’s eyes grew shiny and Sin knew his lover was 
seconds from tears. 


“So are you going to make your man breakfast?” He asked 
to distract Callum from a total cry fest. Callum would never 
forgive him if he cried before the other two men. 


“Of course. Have a seat. Dave asked for Eggs Benedict, | still 
have some sauce or | could make you something else.” 


“No!” Sinclair shouted. “I mean Eggs Benedict will be fine.” 
Dave chuckled beside him. 


Shaking his head in amusement, Callum turned to Jonathan. 


“Are you sure you won't have anything?” Sin glared at the 
bodyguard, making the other man jump. 


“Umm. I’ve changed my mind, that smells really good.” Sin 
gave him an approving nod before turning a smile to his 
lover. “That does smell good, honey.” 


Callum rolled his eyes. “You don’t have to bully the man. If 
he’s not hungry he doesn’t have to eat.” 


“Yeah, l'Il have his share.” Dave popped up holding his plate 
out with a wide smile. 


“Hey.” Jonathan said. “You’ve had enough.” Callum laughed 
at the men’s antics. Sin was so sweet but he was a bit of a 
control freak. Good in the bedroom, but annoying the rest of 
the time. 


“| have enough pouched eggs for everyone.” He declared. 


With practiced motions he prepared four more servings of 
Eggs Benedict while scooping some fried potatoes off the 
griddle. His brief time spent as a short order cook, while 
going to school, still came in handy from time to time. 
“Baby, there’s coffee in the French press.” 


“Thanks.” Sin kissed the top of his head. Callum felt the 
heat of his lover at his back. Manfully he suppressed a 
shudder. He had too much company for that kind of 
reaction. From the soft laugh behind him, he knew Sin had 
noticed his shiver. “Did you need some coffee?” 


Callum shook his head. “I already had a cup. Any more and | 
get bouncy.” 


Sin laughed, a warm husky sound that made Callum want to 
rub against him like a bitch in heat. “We wouldn’t want 
bouncy now would we?” Sin asked in his ear. 


“I suggest you go on the other side of the bar if you don’t 
want me to embarrass myself in front of your friends.” Sin 
kissed him on the cheek before complying. Callum knew his 
face was red. 


Once everyone had a plate, Callum settled beside his lover 
on the long bar and ate his food. 


A low moan filled the air. 


Callum looked down at the end of the bar to see Jonathan 
inhaling his food. 


“This is the best thing I’ve ever eaten in my life.” Jonathan 
said looking at his empty plate, lovingly.” 


“You should try his chicken.” Dave said, taking a bite. The 
driver slapped Jonathan’s hand when he tried to use his fork 
to steal part of Dave’s potatoes. 


Callum shook his head at their antics. 
“Why doesn’t your restaurant serve breakfast?” Sin asked. 
“You make me the best morning meals.” 


“You mean you eat like this every morning?” Jonathan 
asked. 


“Whenever I sleep over.” 

“| gotta get me a boyfriend.” The bodyguard muttered. 
Dave laughed. “Most people don’t cook this well, gay or not. 
Callum’s the exception.” 

Sin finished up his plate and gave Callum a kiss on the lips. 


It was a chaste thank you kiss, but it still made Callum’s lips 
burn and his body want more. 


“Thanks for the breakfast, honey. I’m gonna take a quick 
shower then we can go to the police station together.” 
Callum nodded accepting another kiss before Sin moved 
away. 


“We'll catch this guy.” Dave said. Callum looked at him in 
Surprise. Sometimes he forgot that the other man wasn’t 
just a driver. 


Callum sighed. “I hope so. | don’t want Sinclair to stay here 
just because he’s worried about some guy attacking me.” 
Dave laughed. “I can assure you that the boss isn’t here just 
to babysit. I’ve never seen him look at anyone the way he 
looks at you, and I’ve known the man for fifteen years.” 


“Really?” Callum didn’t want to hope, he’d had too many 
relationships fail. 


“Really.” Surprisingly, it was Jonathan who stepped in to 
reassure Callum. Jonathan snagged a potato from Dave’s 
plate and popped it into his mouth. He finished chewing 
before he spoke again. “He looks at you all sappy. It’s weird. 
Usually he’s kinda cold looking like, ‘lII kill you if you bug 
me too much’ but with you | think you could get away with 
just about anything and he’d just think you were cute.” 


Callum laughed. He was more than a little relieved that they 
both thought Sinclair was into him. 


Sinclair walked back into the room neatly dressed; his hair 
still wet from the shower, and Callum felt his heart ache at 
the sight. He didn’t know where they were going with this 
relationship, but he really liked Sinclair and hoped he’d want 
to stay around for a while. Having a stalker early on didn’t 
make him look like a very good bet for the long run. 


It was too early for love declarations, but the words burned 
on Callum’s tongue as he held them back. 


He settled for giving his lover a warm smile. 


Sin stopped in his tracks when Callum smiled at him. The 
best part about his lover was that he genuinely had no idea 
how stunningly handsome he was. Callum was model 
beautiful with none of the attitude. 


Making breakfast, fixing him coffee, those were the ways his 
lover conveyed affection. Callum wasn’t one for big love 
scenes or dramatic declarations; instead Sin got warm 
smiles, fabulous food and as many passionate kisses as he 
wanted. 


Fuck he was perfect. 


Sin cleared his throat. “Come on handsome, go take your 
shower so we can go to the police station.” Callum blushed 
and avoided looking at the other two guys. 


“O kay. "m 


Chapter Nine 


The police station was everything you’d expect from a place 
where criminals were processed. Old brick, the lingering 
smell of disinfectant and vomit, and the never ending ring of 
telephones. After a ten-minute wait, the pair was shown to a 
uniformed officer’s desk. 


The cop stood when they approached. “I’m Officer Bryant 
please have a seat and tell me how can | help you 
gentlemen.” Sinclair made sure Callum was seated, before 
sitting himself. “My lover is being stalked.” 


Callum blushed at Sinclair’s abrupt manner and the 
surprised look the cop gave him. 


“I take it that is you?” 
Callum nodded. 


“Why don’t you tell me everything and I'll see where we can 
go from there.” 


Callum swallowed the lump in his throat. He’d expected to 
be dismissed as a drama queen and shown the door. The 
empathy in the cop’s brown eyes was almost his undoing. 


“It all started when | began dating Sinclair. The second time 
he spent the night over | got a call the next morning.” 


“What did the caller say?” 
“That I’d better get rid of Sinclair or he would.” 


“The caller?” 


Callum nodded. 

“Do you have caller id?” 

“It said unknown. The number was blocked.” 
“Did you report this to the police?” 


Callum gave a bitter laugh. “And say what? Who's going to 
believe me from one phone call, besides | thought it would 
look suspicious. An author with a new book, a convenient 
stalker.” 


“Author? Wait a minute | thought you looked familiar. I’ve 
seen you on television, my wife watches you.” 


“You're on television?” Sinclair stared at him like he’d grown 
a second head. 


“Sometimes the morning shows like to have me on.” 


“You did that special on the Food Channel too.” The officer 
said with a smile. 


“It was a couple of years ago.” Callum said. 


“Do you have any ideas who your stalker is?” Officer Bryant 
asked changing to the matter at hand. 


“I think | met him.” Callum said, reaching into his pocket. 


“At a book signing the other night a guy brought me a 
bouquet of flowers. At the time | was too busy to do more 
than say thanks. Later though,” Callum pulled the note out 
of his pocket. 


“I got this note from the bouquet and | got a phone call.” He 
handed the note over to the cop who read it with a frown. 


“You didn’t tell me you got another call.” Callum shrugged. 
He dialed his voice mail and played it for the cop and his 
lover. When it was over, Sinclair pulled the picture out of his 
pocket. 


“And | received this, this morning. It’s from the book 
signing.” Sinclair said, handing over the picture. 


Office Bryant looked at Callum. “Do you think you would 
recognize this guy if you saw him?” 


Callum shook his head. “I doubt it. He was only there for a 
minute. | remember he had brown hair, but | don’t even 
remember his eye color. He was really average looking but 
called himself my biggest fan. | don’t think I’d necessarily 
even recognize him if | saw him again.” 


“Well unless he does something more overt | don’t think 
there’s anything we can do. Did the bookstore have video 
feed?” 


Callum shrugged. “I doubt it, but | can check with Tina to be 
sure. Mostly, | just wanted it on record. | didn’t really think 
you'd be able to do anything about a few notes and phone 
Calls.” 


“Just because we can’t do something at this stage doesn’t 
mean you shouldn’t be careful.” 


“You might also want to check into Callum’s ex-boyfriend 
he’s been trying to get him back the past few days.” Sinclair 
said ignoring Callum’s glare. 


Callum reluctantly gave the officer Jerry’s name and 
address. 


“Be careful. Keep an eye out for anyone who might be 
following you.” The cop said to Callum. “If you see anyone 
Suspicious, or you think you see the guy from the signing, 
call me.” He handed over his business card. 


Don’t worry officer, l'Il watch out for him.” Sin said 
unconsciously flexing his muscles. 


Officer Bryant looked Sin over. “Ex-military?” 


“You're never ex-military.” Sin said baring his teeth in a 
dangerous smile. 


“Don’t kill anyone if you can help it.” The cop advised. To 
Callum he said, “I’m sorry we can’t do more. Contact me if 
you get any more notes or phone calls. We need to keep 
records on everything. If the guy is identified it will be easier 
to charge him with something if we have a record.” Callum 
nodded, taking the card. “Thanks.” Silently, he made a vow 
to send the man an autographed book for his wife. 


After saying their goodbyes, the pair left the police station 
and got back into the limo. 


Sinclair escorted Callum to his condo, leaving him in with a 
kiss and Jonathan to guard him. 


The two men stared at each other for a moment. 
Callum’s phone rang. 
“Hello.” 


“Callum?” The deep voice made Callum panic. He hadn’t 
told his brothers about his love life or his stalker. 


Some how he knew they had found out. 


“Hello Arthur.” 


“I'll be in town tomorrow be ready to tell me all about your 
Stalker.” 


“All right.” 


The phone went dead. He didn’t even bother to wonder how 
his brother knew about the incident. Arthur probably had 
every computer system flagged if they ran Callum’s name. 


“Who was that?” 
Callum jumped. He’d forgotten Jonathan was in the room. 


“My brother. He’s coming to town.” Who knew what Arthur 
would think of Sinclair? It was too much to hope that the two 
men would get along. 


Chapter Ten 


Sinclair headed to his apartment after work, wanting to pick 
up some clothes before going to Callum’s. His lover’s house 
was Starting to feel more like home than Sinclair’s austere 
apartment. It wasn’t the condo, but the wonderful company 
who lived inside. 


Closing the door, Sinclair was about to step further inside 
the room when a displacement of air had him reaching for 
his concealed weapon. He’d strapped it on at the office after 
he’d left Callum. 


“Don’t bother with the weapon, l'Il just have to take it away 
from you.” A cold voice said in the dark. “I don’t think my 
brother would take kindly to either of use getting hurt. 


Sinclair relaxed a bit. “You must be Arthur.” 


“Yep, and you must be the latest guy trying to get into my 
little brother’s pants.” 


“I’ve already been there, and there is nothing little about 
your brother.” Sinclair said. 


“You know | could kill you and leave no trace.” Arthur said, 
conversationally. 


“Yeah but I’m willing to bet Callum already knows your 
coming to town. He might not forgive you for killing me.” 
Sinclair was betting his life that Callum and his brothers 
were as close and they wouldn’t want to hurt each other. 


“Hmmm. Maybe not.” Sinclair heard the sound of a gun 
sliding into a holster. “Go ahead and turn on the light so | 


can get a better look at you.” Keeping his face calm and 
emotionless, Sinclair flicked on the overhead light. 


Shock held him still. 


It was like looking at an alternate universe and seeing the 
bad version of his sweet lover. Arthur looked enough like 
Callum to be eerie. They shared the same sea green eyes, 
but where Callum’s were calm and serene, Arthur’s were like 
a turbulent ocean. Where Callum’s hair hung just below his 
jaw in softening layers, Arthur’s was cropped military short. 
Where Callum was all soft skin and gentle angles, Arthur 
was all hard angles and muscle. There was something wild 
and predatory about Arthur that was disturbing to see ina 
person who looked so much like Callum. 


“Freaky isn’t it.” Arthur said, pleasantly, as if reading his 
mind. “I’m everything that my sweet brother isn’t.” Arthur 
said as he stalked forward, looking Sinclair up and down as 
if determining his weaknesses and the easiest way to take 
him down. “I’d do anything to keep my baby brother in his 
happy, safe world where people don’t kill each other on the 
street just to watch them bleed. The fact that he was 
threatened days after meeting you doesn’t make you one of 
my favorite people.” Working as a mercenary, Sinclair had 
met some of the scariest people on this earth, but Callum’s 
brother was an entirely different category. 


There was a Stillness to the man’s muscular body that said 
Arthur could snap at any moment and take down everyone 
in the immediate area. 


“I’m heading over to Callum’s right now. Did you want to 
come and see your brother?” 


Arthur shook his head. “I told him I’d see him tomorrow so 
enjoy your last night together.” 


Fury had Sinclair lose his famous control. “Let’s get this 
straight. | won’t be leaving Callum. He’s mine, and | will 
keep him. If you want to help us catch his stalker, the more 
the merrier, but don’t think for one moment you’re going to 
come in here and prevent me from watching out for the man 
| love.” Arthur’s hard face broke into a smile. “You’ve got 
balls at least. l'Il reserve my opinion until | see the two of 
you together.” 


“How kind of you.” Sinclair said with a snarl. 
“I'll stay here while you go and cuddle my brother.” 
“| don’t remember inviting you.” Sinclair scowled. 


“I don’t remember asking.” Arthur said, a taunting light 
filled his eyes as if he was just waiting for a reason to fight 
with Sinclair. 


“Have a good night.” Sin said. “I know I will.” It probably 
wasn’t a good idea to wave that knowledge in front of the 
rabid animal that was his lover’s brother but Sinclair just 
couldn't resist. 


Still laughing Sinclair packed an overnight bag, and witha 
wave to Arthur, stepped outside his apartment. His mind on 
returning to Callum, Sinclair didn’t notice the car crawling 
down the street, not until the pop of bullets spraying the 
area had him falling to the ground, blood spurting out from 
his bullet wounds. 


Chapter Eleven 


Callum’s cell phone rang. He was surprised to see his 
brother, Arthur’s, number as he’d just talked to him a brief 
moment ago. 


Expecting Sinclair to call and check up on him, he was 
caught off guard for a moment. 


“Hey bro.” Callum said, answering the phone. 


A moment later he was shoving the phone into the pocket 
and going for his shoes. 


“Where are you going?” 


Callum looked up from his shoes in surprise. “Sin’s been 
shot, | need to go to the hospital.” 


“I'll drive you.” Jonathan said. “Shit | don’t have a car.” 
“We'll take mine.” 
“You have a car?” 


“Yeah.” | don’t use it often but | occasionally like to take 
road trips. 


Moments later Jonathan was driving them down the road in 
a cherry red Mercedes coupe. 


While Jonathan smiled widely, gripping the custom leather 
steering wheel, Callum laid his head against the seat rest 
and tried not to cry over his lover. 


x OK OK 


Callum immediately saw Arthur and Dave when he walked 
through the emergency room door. 


“How is he?” Callum asked. His heart hadn’t stopped 
slamming against his chest since he’d heard the news. 
Catching his breath was difficult the closer he came. Callum 
knew he was seconds away from hyperventilating. 


“I don’t know, we’re waiting for Natalie, Sinclair’s sister, she 
his emergency contact.” Dave said after giving Callum a 
quick hug. 


It shouldn’t hurt so badly that Callum wasn’t the one on 
Sin’s emergency list. He knew it was an unreasonable wish 
considering they’ve only known each other for a short time. 


Patrick rushed through the door escorting a tear-eyed 
woman who looked enough like Sinclair that Callum could’ve 
spotted her in a crowd. 


Patrick’s eyes locked on Callum. With a glare at the chef, 
Patrick walked right past him and straight to the nurses’ 


station. 


Callum felt the cut like a knife in his stomach. Patrick 
blamed him; it was all over his face. Callum’s legs went out 
from under him and he sat down on the hard waiting room 
chair with a thump. 


Arthur was right there rubbing his shoulders. “Don’t pay 
attention to that prick, bro. It wasn’t your fault that some 
psycho has it in for you. I’m going to go check on your man 
and find out what’s what. If | have to beat the crap out of 
that asshole consider it a present.” 


Callum gave a broken laugh even as his eyes clouded with 
tears. “It is my fault.” He said in a tear-roughened voice. 


“Relax Cal, l'Il find out what’s going on.” Arthur said. 


Arthur was ready to kill this Patrick guy. Surely no one would 
notice if he snapped the fucker in two. It was a hospital, 
accidents happened. 


Maybe a toss down the stairs. 


He rounded the corner and saw Natalie was talking to the 
doctor while Patrick stood close by hearing all the details. 
After a few minutes, Natalie was escorted down the hall 
leaving Patrick alone by the vending machine. Patrick was a 
handsome dude, too bad he was going to have an extremely 
shortened life. 


“How is he?” 


“What do you care?” Patrick sneered. “It’s your stupid 
brother’s fault he was shot.” 


Arthur’s punch was fast and effective. The sound of bones 
crunching soothed his bloodthirsty nature just fine. 


“Fuck!” Patrick screamed grabbing his nose. 


Arthur leaned over him with his hand over Patrick’s shoulder 
appearing to any onlookers like a concerned friend. 


Only he and Patrick knew that he held a knife at the other 
man’s throat. 


“My brother and | made a blood vow after our parents died 
that we would always watch out for our baby brother. Now, 
you can either be a decent fellow, and go out there and let 


him know how his lover is doing, or | can slit your throat 
now, dump your body in the mortuary and let them cremate 
you as a John Doe. Do you understand your options?” 


“Yes.” Patrick said. 


“Good. I’m going to assume you’re going to go for the 
option that keeps you living, am I right?” 


“Yas, ” 


“Excellent.” In a louder voice he added. “Buddy that looks 
bad.” He slipped his knife discreetly in its wrist sheaf. 
“Nurse can we get some ice, my friend here has a 
nosebleed.” 


“It’s broken.” Patrick said in a voice only Arthur could hear. 
Arthur reached down and wrenched it back into place. 
Patrick screamed. 


At the nurse’s glance, Arthur gave a congenial shrug. “He’s 
afraid of blood.” 


She nodded and looked back at the ice pack she was 
preparing. Arthur knew his blond hair and blue-green eyes 
made him look like the friendly boy next door, he used it 
ruthlessly to his advantage. 


Soon Patrick was walking back into the waiting room with a 
pack of ice held up to his nose. 


Callum looked between Patrick and his brother suspiciously. 


“Nose bleed.” Arthur said. 


Patrick spoke to Callum, his voice sounding nasally with the 
ice held to his nose. “Sin was shot in the shoulder. He’s 
going to be fine but he lost a lot of blood and they had to 
dig out the bullet. They’re going to keep him here for a few 
days to make sure there’s no infection. He’ll need rehab for 
a few weeks. He’s in room 215. They only let one person 
visit at a time so you'll have to wait for his sister to finish.” 
Callum wiped his eyes with the heels of his palms. “I'd like 
that. I’m sorry | got Sin shot.” 


Patrick made a low cry of pain that had Callum lifting his 
head from his hands. 


“It’s not your fault.” Patrick said. 


The yellow-tinged television on the wall was of rapt 
attention to Dave and Jonathan, making Callum look at his 
brother suspiciously. 


Arthur gave him that bullshit innocent look that probably 
worked on people who didn’t know him. 


“I'll go with you.” Dave said helping Callum to his feet. He 
must look as crappy as he felt. 


Heart heavy, Callum went to Sin’s room. A quick look around 
showed that Sin’s sister was no longer there. His gaze went 
to his lover and Callum and held back a gasp. His strong 
larger-than-life boyfriend looked pale and defenseless. 


Callum sat in the chair beside the bed and took Sin’s hand. 
“I'll be right outside.” Dave whispered. 


Callum nodded that he heard, but all his focus was on the 
man lying frighteningly still on the bed. 


“Baby, I’m so sorry.” Callum said. He could feel tears 
dripping down his face. “I never meant for you to get hurt.” 
Unable to stand the separation, Callum took Sin’s hand and 
clasped it between his own. “I love you, baby.” He 
whispered placing a kiss on Sin’s palm. 


Callum was startled when a hand stroked his head. Looking 
up, he saw Sin’s eyes were open but groggy. “Hey, honey.” 
Sinclair whispered. 


“Baby, | was so scared when Arthur called me. Are you 
okay?” 


“I'll be fine. Where’s your bodyguard? | don’t want you to go 
anywhere alone.” 


“Dave’s just outside this door and Jonathan is in the waiting 
room.” 


“Okay.” Sin’s eyes started to close. “Get some rest.” Callum 
leaned over and kissed Sin’s cheek. “I will if you do the 
same.” 


He could tell from Sin’s enlarged pupils that his lover had 
some strong drugs coursing through his system. 


Cupping Sin’s face, Callum looked down at the man who 
held his heart. Leaning over he placed a kiss on Sin’s 
forehead. 


“I'll be back tomorrow.” He whispered against his lover’s 
Skin. 


Sin turned his head unexpectedly brushing his lips against 
Callum’s. Sparks flickered through Callum’s body at the 
contact. 


“I love you too.” Sinclair said against Callum’s mouth. 


Callum snuck another kiss before straightening. “Good. I’m 
glad we got that out of the way. When you get out of here 
you can move into my condo. It’s more secure and we both 
know you almost live there anyway.” 


“We'll see.” Sinclair said with a faint smile. 


Callum knew they would have to hash out the details later, 
but Sinclair was his. They both knew it. 


” 


“You'll need someone to take care of you when you get out. 
Sinclair smiled. “Are you going to watch my back?” 


“That’s right and if anyone bugs you l'Il stab them with my 
best kitchen knife.” 


Sinclair gave a snort. “Now we both know you wouldn't 
scratch those knives, you like them better than me.” 


“That’s where you’re wrong, baby. | don’t like anything 
better than you.” Callum stroked his hand across Sinclair’s 
head one more time. “I'll see you later.” He’d rather stay 
there with his lover, but he knew the man needed sleep. 


“Where is he?” A shrill voice demanded outside the door. 
“You can’t go in there.” Dave’s deep voice rumbled. 


Anxious to keep anyone from disturbing Sinclair, Callum 
quickly left the room. 


Natalie stood inches from Dave’s face, yelling at the huge 
man. Dave looked unfazed. 


“| have the right to see my brother.” She screamed. 


“Hey, hey, he’s sleeping.” Callum rushed forward to play 
peacemaker. 


“Only one person at a time.” Dave stubbornly insisted 
crossing his arms in front of him. 


Callum brushed past Dave and held out his hand to the 
frazzled woman. “Hello, I’m Callum.” 


“You're Sinclair’s boyfriend.” She said with a smile. 


To Callum’s surprise she use their joined hands to pull him 

into a hug. “It’s so nice to meet you. I’m Natalie.” She said 
holding him close. “Sinclair thinks you’re the greatest thing 
since sliced bread.” 


Callum hoped he hid his surprise. He didn’t know Sinclair 
was telling his sister about him. The only reason his brothers 
knew anything was because Arthur came in person and 
called William to rat him out. 


“You can go in now, but please be quiet, he’s resting. 


“He’s going to be okay. The doctor said he’d be okay.” 
Claire’s voice was shaky and he could see the shine of tears 
in her dark eyes as she looked at him for reassurance. 


Callum gave her a little squeeze. “He’ll be fine. Why don’t 
you go and see him and then you can come back to my 
place and l'Il make you some lunch.” 


He felt Dave squirm beside them. “lIl make you lunch too.” 
The driver’s smile was warm. “I didn’t doubt it.” He turned 
to Natalie. “Sorry about giving you a hard time but | 
promised to take care of Callum here. You should take him 
up on lunch, he’s the best chef ever.” 


Callum blushed at the description even if he was pleased 
the other man had a good impression of him. “I don’t know 
about that but | make a decent tuna salad.” Natalie laughed. 
“I'd love some tuna salad.” 


“Tuna?” Dave scrunched his nose. 
“You'll like it.” Callum said with a laugh. 


Dave shrugged and returned to looking down the hall, 
sweeping the area with his eyes, searching for danger. “If 
you make it I’m sure it'll be good.” 


Sin woke when he felt someone nearby. His shoulder was on 
fire, but concern had him struggling out of his sleep. 


“Callum, | told you to go home.” He said in a pain slurred 
voice before his eyes were open. 


“And he’s going home as soon as | check on you. | promised 
him I’d only peek in and then he’s going to take me home 
and make me lunch. Tuna salad he said.” 


“You hate tuna.” Sin replied. He was obviously floating in an 
alternate universe where his homophobic sister sat down 
and had lunch with his lover. 


“Dave said | would like Callum’s.” 


Sin gave a faint smile. “Callum’s magic in the kitchen. He 
owns Trio.” His drug-filled mind thought of his lover. “He’s 
magic anywhere.” 


Natalie’s eyes went wide. “He’s that Callum. Oh my gosh! 
He saw me hysterical. Do you think he’d be interested in 

catering my party after all we are almost family.” Natalie 

started to rise but Sin grabbed her wrist, his grip 


surprisingly strong. “Don’t hurt him, Nat. | Know you aren’t 
crazy about me being gay, but if you hurt his feelings l'Il 
never forgive you.” He made sure he looked her straight in 
the eye so she knew that he was serious. Over the years 
she’d made it her mission to scare off as many boyfriends 
as she could, as if by getting rid of the men she would cure 
him of being gay. “He’s my one good thing.” 


Natalie blinked back tears. “Okay, Sinclair, okay. l'II be on 
my best behavior even though | never understood your ‘one 
good thing’ theory. If he’s important to you l'Il be nice. None 
of the others ever seemed to matter.” She gave Sina 
tremulous smile. “He seemed like a nice guy when I met 
him, and it doesn’t hurt to have a famous chef in the 
family.” Sinclair let go of her wrist, his energy fading. “He’s 
the best.” He said as his vision faded into black. “One day 
I’m going to marry him.” 


He missed the look of total shock on his sister’s face and the 
blinding smile that followed. 


Chapter Twelve 


Callum bit his nails while Sinclair talked to his sister. It was a 
difficult trick since he kept them fanatically short. 


He hated getting gunk under his nails when he worked. 


Nerves made him shaky, he’d never met a guy’s family 
before. He was more of a get fucked and leave kind of date. 
His relationship with Sinclair was crossing into virgin 
territory and the idea of being with one man for the rest of 
his life was more than a little terrifying. 


“Are you Okay?” Dave asked. 


The driver’s gaze was still on the hall but Callum knew he 
was getting equal attention. 


Callum shrugged. “My lover was shot by a psychotic fan 
who's obsessed with me, and | have now met his sister. I’m 
allowed a temporary meltdown.” 


“Yeah. But, just for the record I’ve met terrorists who aren’t 
as scary as that woman in there.” Dave said, pointing 
towards Sinclair’s hospital room. 


Callum was still laughing when Natalie returned. He 
immediately tried to suppress his mirth. 


“Davey boy talking about me again?” Natalie asked with an 
evil glare at the older man. 


“He was just saying how tough you are.” Callum placed her 
hand on his arm. 


“Let’s get out of here. Why don’t you tell me about your 
children on the way? Some day I'd like to have kids of my 
own.” 


“Really? Did you tell my brother that?” Callum snorted. 
“Yeah. | don’t think I’ve seen that kind of panic in his eyes 
before.” 


Natalie laughed. “I haven’t been real supportive of his 
lifestyle in the past.” She admitted in a quiet voice. 


“Him being a mercenary?” Callum continued before she had 
a chance to speak. “Yeah that would be hard. I’m glad he’s 
out of that.” Callum frowned. “At least | think he is. We 
haven’t really discussed his job that much and then he was 
shot.” 


“How long have you been dating?” 

“A couple of days.” Callum said. 

“A couple of days!!!” 

Wow, that woman could really screech. 


“You've been dating less than a week and you’re already 
talking about marriage?” 


Callum’s stomach went into freefall. “Who’s talking about 
getting married?” 


The look of horror on Natalie’s face gave it away. 
“Sinclair’s talking about getting married?” Natalie nodded. 
“To me?” 


“That’s what he said.” 


Pretty spots danced before his eyes. 


“Grab him, he’s gonna drop.” He heard Dave’s deep voice in 
the distance as if he’d fallen into a tunnel. 


When Callum woke he was lying in his bedroom. 


Still feeling woozy, he sat up carefully, pleased when his 
stomach didn’t swim. 


Then the entire conversation rushed back. Callum was part 
pleased, part terrified, that Sinclair wanted to keep him 
permanently. 


“Oh, you’re awake.” Natalie walked into the room holding a 
steaming cup. “I made you some tea.” 


“That was very nice of you.” Callum said reaching for the 
cup. 


“Not really, | was feeling guilty. | didn’t mean to scare you.” 


“Yeah.” Callum took a sip of the tea. “Kind of stupid, | know, 
but I’ve never been involved with someone before. | mean 
I’ve had the occasional boyfriend but not a serious keep- 
you-forever type of boyfriend. | guess it finally sank in and, 
although | thought | was getting used to the idea, | 
panicked.” Natalie’s sat down beside Callum and brushed 
the hair back from his face. “Most of Sinclair’s life I’ve been 
scaring off his boyfriends.” She said, shrugging. “Well, when 
he lived at home.” 


“Why? ” 


“Because | didn’t want my big brother to be gay.” She said, 
with a practical air. There was no guilt in her voice as she 
spoke of her feelings. “I mean he was my big macho brother 


he was supposed to get married to some woman | could do 
girly things with or at least mock.” 


Callum laughed. “I can teach you to cook a kick ass meal for 
your husband, but that’s about it.” 


Natalie wrapped an arm around Callum and settled her head 
on his shoulder. “I think I’d like that. Can you also help me 
get even with Marcia Evans? She scheduled her dinner party 
the same night of mine out of spite.” 


Callum laughed realizing the key to his easy acceptance by 
Sinclair’s sister. “Who did she hire?” 


“Carters.” 

“Hmm. They’re not bad.” 
“You're better.” 

“Yes | am. What night?” 
“Tuesday after next.” 


Callum mentally went over his schedule. “I'll fit you in.” 
Natalie squealed and gave him a hug. “You are the best 
future brother-in-law ever.” 


Callum laughed. “That means when | decide to start a family 
you have to give me tons of helpful advice.” 


“Deal.” Natalie sighed. “I guess a brother-in-law isn’t such a 
bad thing after all.” 


“Don’t count your chickens yet, Sinclair hasn’t asked.” 


“He will.” Natalie said with confidence. 


The pair sat together on the bed for a moment, Callum 
stroking her hair. “How did | get to the bed?” 


“Dave picked you up and carried you up here. He had to do 
some fast talking with that doorman though, that man takes 
his job incredibly seriously.” 


Callum froze. “You left Dave alone with my kitchen?” 


“Relax he’s already eaten, though you might need to 
restock.” 


“| keep the refrigerators fully stocked so | can create new 
recipes. | doubt even that man can empty them in one 
sitting. 


One of them is completely filled with frozen meals.” 


“The middle one, right? When Dave opened that 
refrigerator, he dropped to his knees moaning ‘thank you 
god’.” 


“Is there anything left?” 


“You might be able to collect a few crumbs at the bottom.” 
Callum rubbed his eyes. “At least tell me he shared.” 


“| had to threaten him with one of your chef knifes, but he 
handed over a chicken dish. It had lemon and garlic and 
some kind of sauce I’d sell my youngest child for.” 


“How old is your youngest?” 
“He’s two.” 


“That’s a good age, | could trade.” 


Natalie laughed. Her close proximity had her shaking Callum 
too. 


“Let’s go see if Dave left any food in my kitchen.” Callum 
said briskly. “I think we’ve had enough girl time.” Natalie 
followed Callum, laughing. 


Dave sat at the bar eating an enormous ice cream sundae. 
“Have any problem finding things?” Callum asked, sweetly. 
He scanned the kitchen to find it in perfect order. 


“Yeah, thanks for labeling everything.” Dave said as if 
Callum’s refrigerator had been stocked for his benefit. As 
they were all samples and were generally tossed out at the 
end of the month, Callum didn’t bother to argue. 


“No problem.” He waved a hand to indicate the room. “What 
did you do with all the dishes?” 


“I washed them. | might be a bottomless pit, but I’m tidy. | 
figure if you were going to yell at me about eating all your 
food at least you couldn’t yell at me about dirtying your 
kitchen too. 


| hear chefs are picky about that kind of thing. | didn’t know 
what to do with your brick.” He said pointing to the foil 
rectangle. 


Callum patted the man on the back. “Thanks Dave, | 
appreciate that.” He really did, he would’ve hated to come 
in and find his kitchen ransacked. He’d put the brick away 
later. 


“Nice sundae.” He said nodding towards the pile of ice 
cream in Dave's bowl. 


“Yeah.” Dave gave his dish a satisfied look. “My new best 
friend makes homemade ice cream. It would’ve been better 
with a brownie.” 


“Didn’t open the bottom drawer in the third refrigerator, 
huh?” 


Dave sulked. 


Callum shook his head, hiding his laughter. Looking around 
he saw some of their group missing. 


“Where are Jonathan, Patrick and Arthur?” 


“I had Jonathan stay with Sinclair. | wanted to have someone 
watching him while he’s vulnerable and he was the only one 
not on assignment.” 


Callum nodded. “That’s a good idea. I’d hate for this sicko to 
get to Sinclair while he’s sleeping.” 


“| think Patrick and Arthur went to check out some leads.” 


“Do you know who it is?” Natalie asked swiping some ice 
cream from Dave’s bowl. 


“Yes and No.” Callum said shaking his head. “We think he’s 
some guy who showed up at one of my book signings but | 
wasn’t really paying that much attention, at least not 
enough to identify him. We don’t know his name or 
anything.” Callum’s phone rang. 


“Hello.” 


“Mr. Turner we need you to come and identify a body.” 
Officer Bryant’s voice said over the phone. 


“What?” Images of Sinclair’s lifeless form swam across 
Callum’s mind. 


“We think we’ve found your ex-boyfriend, but we can’t find 
any relatives to look at his body.” 


“His parents are in New York. He hasn’t talked to them in 
years. They didn’t approve of his being gay.” Callum said, 
once he found his voice again. He immediately felt guilty 
over the amount of relief he felt. Jerry might have been a 
pain but he didn’t deserve some psycho to kill him. “I'll be 
down right away.” 


Hanging up the phone he turned to Dave. “We have to go 
identify a body.” Callum grabbed his shoes, wallet and keys. 


“Whose?” 


“Jerry, my ex-boyfriend. | think the police are taking my case 
a little more seriously now.” 


“Natalie, | think you should go home. It’s not safe being 
around me right now and | don’t want to make four children 
motherless.” 


Natalie nodded. “I don’t particularly want to be dead either.” 
She pulled out a notepad from her purse and scribbled on it. 
“Here is my phone number. Call me if you need anything.” 


“Thanks.” 


He gave her a hug and helped her on with her coat. Minutes 
later the only sign of her was the smell of expensive 
perfume hanging in the air. 


“I think she likes you.” Dave said, staring after her. 


“Why do you say that?” 
“Because you still have your balls.” 


“Good point.” 


x OK OK 


Jerry looked so much different dead. 


It was the one thought spinning through Callum’s head as 
he tried not to vomit. The man who whined constantly, but 
could hold an intelligent conversation when he wanted, no 
longer had a perpetual frown. It was as if he had finally 
found peace from the incessant annoyances of the everyday 
world. 


The killer had strangled Jerry with one of the tasseled 
curtain ropes he used to hold back his designer drapes. 


Swallowing the lump in his throat, Callum nodded. “That’s 
him.” 


A homicide cop named Detective Wells covered up the body 
and led Callum through the maze of the morgue. “We'll be 
in touch.” The detective said. “Normally we’d assign 
protection.” His eyes looked over at Dave, “But I think you 
have that covered.” 


“FIL look out for him.” Dave said. 


The pair left the detective behind and headed for the street, 
Dave had left the limo in the condo’s parking and brought 
Callum’s Mercedes, which had been retrieved from the 
hospital parking lot by one of the company’s gophers. As 
they headed for the curbside parking, they were lucky 


enough to snag, a car came barreling out from around the 
corner. 


There was a strange whispering sound in the air. Callum 
watched Dave go down. Frantic, he rushed over to the man. 
It took Callum a moment to realize the driver had a dart 
sticking out of his neck. 


“What the hell?” Callum said. That was the last thing he said 
as he felt a sharp, stabbing pain in his shoulder and 
darkness took over his vision. 


Chapter Thirteen 


Sinclair sat up in bed, flicking through the channels with the 
remote. Now that he was all patched up, he was ready to go 
home. It felt good to think of Callum’s condo as home. He 
had waited forever to find the right man and lady luck had 
rewarded him in spades. 


He’d already gotten the doctor’s release approval, now he 
was just waiting for Jonathan to get back from the pharmacy 
with his prescription. He loved it when hospitals had their 
own pharmacists. 


The sight of Arthur and Patrick walking into the room filled 
him with dread. Callum’s brother looked worried. 


“What happened?” 
“Callum’s been kidnapped.” 
“What!” 


“Someone drove by with darts, took out Dave, and 
kidnapped Callum.” 


“Where is he?” 


“They don’t know.” Arthur said. He was pale with worry. “| 
called William.” 


Sinclair snorted. “What is a dentist going to do?” Arthur 
looked away. “I don’t know if Callum told you but our 
parents died when we were young.” 


“Yeah, he told me. He said you stayed under the radar to 
take care of him.” 


Arthur nodded. His gaze was all over the room, never 
settling on anything for more than a few seconds. “I live a 
dangerous life. As a mercenary you know what that’s like. | 
told Callum that | was a soldier but that’s not complete 
truth. I’m an undercover agent for the United States. | doa 
lot of surveillance, espionage work, that kind of thing. I’m an 
expert at tagging things. I’ve always been worried that one 
day one of my enemies might find out about my brother. He 
doesn’t exactly keep a low profile, and we look so much 
alike.” Arthur sucked in a deep breath before letting it out. 
“We need my brother because he’s the only one with the 
code to unlock the GPS navigational chip he embedded in 
Callum’s teeth when he moved out on his own.” 


“Are you saying you bugged your brother?” 


“What do you expect a spy and a dentist to do when faced 
with someone like Callum? You can’t just leave someone like 
that out into the world. We picked his condo. We found the 
restaurant. Just because he’s grown up doesn’t mean he 
doesn’t need watching after. Look what happened without 
us.” Arthur ran his fingers through his hair as Sinclair 
watched the man lose his composure for the first time. He 
suspected Callum was unusually sheltered but he didn’t 
realize how much. “The doorman?” 


“Retired CIA. | got him the job and pay him extra to keep an 
eye on Callum.” 


Sinclair scanned his mind. “The maid?” 


“Cleans and checks to see if he’s keeping unsavory 
company. Sweeps for bugs.” 


Sinclair threw his head back and laughed. “I bet you almost 
crapped your pants when you heard about me.” Arthur gave 
him a sour look. “You were unexpected.” 


“I’m not leaving.” Sinclair said, making sure there was no 
confusion. “I’m here to stay. If you don’t give me any crap, | 
won't tell Callum that you bugged him and had him 
watched.” Arthur gave a reluctant smile. “I think you'll fit in 
the family nicely. We just need to get our baby brother 
back.” A tall, skinnier version of Arthur with a longer face 
and medium brown hair rushed into the room followed by 
Jonathan. “I know where he is.” The man, who must be 
William, said not bothering with greetings and niceties. 


“Where?” Sinclair asked getting to his feet. He ruthlessly 
squashed any weakness. His shoulder was killing him, but 
there was no way he was going to let others rescue his man 
without him coming along. 


“Home.” 
Arthur frowned. “Why didn’t Liam call?” 


“It’s his day off.” William said. “When I saw the signal | knew 
where he was. I just talked to the part time doorman and he 
told me that Callum wasn’t feeling well, so his new 
bodyguard carried him upstairs.” 


“Shit.” Sinclair said. “We need to make a plan.” Chapter 
Fourteen 


“Wake up sweetheart.” 


Callum blinked at the unfamiliar voice. The room was a 
kaleidoscope of swirling bright colors. A moan ripped from 
his throat. 


“I’m sorry, love, but | had to drug you. You keep forgetting 
who you belong to.” 


There was something tickling his brain, something was 
wrong with this picture. Where was Sinclair, Dave or hell, 
he’d even take Jonathan at this point. 


After a few more blinks the room swam into focus making 
his vision clearer but his stomach questionable. 


“What did you give me?” 


“Nothing that will do permanent harm. | wouldn’t want 
something to damage your genius.” 


Callum tried to move his hand to rub his eyes only to 
discover they couldn’t. Looking up he saw his hands were 
tied to each corner of the bed with thick black rope. In his 
confused, drug-addled mind, all he could do was look at it 
and wonder where the hell he’d gotten rope. 


“Why am I tied up?” 


He hadn’t realized he’d said it out loud until his captor 
answered. “Because | didn’t know if you would wake up 
being sensible or if you were going to fight me.” For the first 
time, the speaker walked into Callum’s field of vision. 


“I know you, you were at the book signing.” The guy 
frowned. “Yeah but you were busy giving your attention to 
that Jerry guy, but don’t worry he won’t bother you any 
more.” He giggled, a high unbalanced sound that sent chills 
up and down Callum’s spine. 


He was so fucked, and not a good way. 


“You didn’t have to kill him.” 


“But | did it for you. You shouldn’t have any worries. All you 
need to do is stay home and cook. | have lots of money so 
you don’t have to slave away at some restaurant. | asked 
my mother to hire you but the bitch said you were an 
overpriced, overnight sensation. An upstart!!!” The man 
screamed. “I had to show her the error of her ways. She 
finally agreed with me that you were a genius.” He gave 
Callum a sad look that even the chef could tell was fake. 
“Too bad she didn’t live long enough to meet you. She 
always was stubborn.” 


Callum’s stomach roiled. “I need to use the bathroom.” 


“Promise me you'll behave.” The man said, an enormous 
knife appearing in his hand. It took Callum a moment to 
realize it was one of his chef knives. Knife’s he kept 
professionally sharp. 


“| promise.” He didn’t bother crossing his fingers. Promises 
to psychopaths didn’t count. 


The bonds fell away beneath Callum’s knife and he made it 
in time to throw up the contents of his stomach. 


“Poor thing. You should have some tea to feel better.” After 
washing out his mouth Callum came back to his bedroom 
frantically looking for anything that could be used as a 
weapon. “What is your name?” 


“Francis Coren.” The psychopath said with an unbalanced 
smile. Now Callum knew why he didn’t like the guy’s eyes 
when he met him before. They were the eyes of someone 
who wasn’t quite all there. 


“So Francis, what’s the plan?” 


“Plan?” 


“Yeah, you kidnapped me, took me to my own apartment, 
and now we're going to be what?” Callum walked towards 
his kitchen, the thought of making tea oddly soothing. When 
all else failed he could always cook. 


“Lovers.” A metal object pressed against Callum’s back. “We 
are going to be lovers. I’m tired of you picking those other 
man when you could have me. You will close the restaurant 
and stop doing catering. | want you to devote all of your 
time to me and my needs.” 


Wow, egocentric much? 
“Did you want something to eat?” 
“Yeah, make me one of those meals you’re so famous for. 


Don’t even think about drugging it, I’m going to be watching 
you.” 


“Okay.” 
Like he’d know how to drug someone anyway. 


The hard object disappeared from his back. Callum glanced 
over his shoulder to see Francis sliding a gun into the back 
of his jeans. The man wasn’t bad looking, and if Callum 
didn’t have Sinclair, and the man wasn’t buggers crazy, he 
might have gone for him. 


Dragging his gaze from Mr. Insanity, Callum changed his 
mind about broth and decided to make some scrambled 


eggs. 
“How about some eggs?” 


“Sure.” 


Francis sat on Sinclair’s stool. Callum fought his instincts 
hard to resist pushing the man on his ass. How dare he sit in 
Sinclair’s spot! 


Gritting his teeth, Callum pulled some eggs from the fridge. 


The foil-covered brick caught his eyes. Humming as he 
cooked, Callum added herbs to the mixture. 


“What are you adding?” Francis asked suspiciously. 


“Herbs de Provence, salt, a little pepper. l'Il eat some before 
you if it makes you feel better. | promise I’m not trying to 
poison you.” 


Francis relaxed. “Wow, | thought I’d have a harder time 
convincing you.” 


Callum shrugged. “You did get rid of that annoying ex- 
boyfriend of mine, so | do owe you.” He said trying to make 
it sound like he was grateful for the favor. He added some 
bacon to the griddle. 


Minutes later, after making sure the plate covered his hand; 
Callum picked up the brick from the counter. Walking over to 
his abductor, Callum gave his most seductive look. | 
generally charge a lot for a home cooked meal but for you 
there’s no cost. 


He gave Francis the smile that Sin always said made him 
melt. 


With his left hand he put down the plate of eggs. Francis 
turned to look at the meal, slamming the brick down with all 
his might; Callum knocked Francis off the stool. 


“That was for killin Jerry.” He said. Lifting the brick again he 
Slammed it against Francis’ skull. “And that one was for 
Sinclair.” 


With quick, efficient movements, Callum divested his 
kidnapper of his gun, retrieved some of the rope from the 
bedroom and quickly tied Francis up at his ankles and 
wrists. 


Just as he was finishing the last knot, the elevator dinged. 
Sinclair, William, Arthur, and Jonathan all rushed forward. 


“A little late guys. What was your plan? Rush off the elevator 
and hope none of you get shot too badly?” 


“We were rescuing you.” Sinclair said rushing forward and 
wrapping his arms around Callum. “Don’t ever get 
kidnapped again.” He insisted squeezing Callum close. 


“Yeah, you're right that was definitely my fault.” Callum said 
in a dry tone. “I don’t know what I was thinking.” 


“Just don’t do it again and l'Il forgive you.” Sinclair said with 
another squeeze. 


“Thanks.” Callum gasped. Damn his lover was strong. 
“Hey brother.” William said giving Callum’s arm a squeeze. 
“Looks like you took care of yourself just fine.” 

“How's Dave?” 


“He’s fine. He’s in the hospital for a physical but they don’t 
think there was any real damage. Patrick’s with him.” 


“Good.” 


Callum gave each of his brothers a big hug. “So who told 
you | was here? Liam, Anna or was it that tracking thing you 
put in me?” 


Arthur and William stared at Callum, wide-eyed. 


“I’m not an idiot.” Callum said shaking his head at his 
brothers. 


Sinclair burst out laughing. 


“William, Jonathan and | will take this asshole to the police 
station if you want to take care of Mr. Giggles here.” Arthur 
said dryly. 


Callum smiled. “I’d be happy to.” 


Epilogue 


The party was perfect. 


The guests were dressed beautifully, the decorations were 
done in an interesting combination of blues and greens, and 
the food was Callum’s. It was the third dinner party he’d 
done for Sinclair’s sister and definitely the strangest. 


He wasn’t even sure of the occasion. 


He’d thought for an instant that he’d seen Arthur, but since 
his brother was in the Middle East somewhere he must have 
been mistaken. 


Natalie drifted forward dressed in a stunning sapphire blue 
gown. Callum self-consciously straightened his tie. For some 
strange reason Sinclair’s sister had insisted he wear a white 
tuxedo with a green cummerbund. He did look good but it 
was still strange. 


“How’s your party going?” He asked Natalie as she stood 
there smiling at him strangely. “And are you ever going to 
tell me what this is all about?” 


Natalie smiled. “Come with me.” 


Callum let Natalie take his arm and lead him to a pergola 
overlooking the lake. Sinclair stood under the awning 
wearing a tuxedo the exact duplicate of Callum’s. 


Looking around Callum saw people from Sinclair’s office, his 
brothers, Tina and a bunch of their friends all standing 
around in a big group. 


“Uh Oh.” 


Nerves started to build in Callum’s stomach threatening to 
make him lose the pastries he’d nibbled earlier. 


It only got worse when his big, tough lover dropped to one 
knee before him, ring box in hand. 


Sinclair looked up at Callum, his heart in his dark eyes. 


“Will you Callum Turner do me the honor of being my 
husband?” 


Callum’s throat closed up, as an onslaught of tears 
threatened to choke him. He manfully swallowed them back 
as Sinclair opened the box to show a set of beautifully 
engraved platinum and gold rings. 


“I'd be honored.” Callum said forcing the words out. 


“Would you be honored to do it today, in front of all our 
friends and family?” 


Oh god, this was what it was all about. He’d been conned 
into catering his own wedding party. He glared at Natalie 
who gave him a wicked smile in return. 


Sinclair tugged at his hand reminding Callum that his proud 
lover was still on his knees. “Will you marry me today?” 


A 


“Yes.” Callum pulled Sinclair to his feet. “Yes, l'Il marry you.’ 
On a beautiful summer evening, before family and friends, 
Sinclair Alverston and Callum Turner promised to love and 
cherish each other forever. 


Later that evening, while lying in his new husband’s arms, 
Callum asked the one question that was bothering him. 


“What was up with the wedding colors?” 
“Why? Didn’t you like them?” 


“No. | mean no they were fine | was just curious.” Sinclair 
pulled him close. “They were for you, Callum, | wanted to 
get something that matched your eyes. They were one of 
the many things about you that tempted me.” 


“Tempted you to do what?” Callum asked, stroking a hand 
down Sin’s arm. 


“Anything you wanted, honey. You can tempt me to do 
anything.” 


Pleased with that answer, Callum snuggled into his 
husband’s embrace and fell asleep, knowing that he was 
loved. 


The End 
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